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REMARKS. 


Originally produced in Ireland, ivrtwo acts ; 
this celebrated piece nearly got its quietus on the 
first representation, at Crow-street Theatre, 1760. 
The audience there could not comprehend the main 
plot, or contrivance, of Sir William Wealthy ; a 
disrelish for the satire upon the methodists — ^from 
whose exertions much party good wa^ then ex- 
pected, produced the first marks of disapproba« 
tion ; and, when Mrs, Cole complained of me pain 
in her hip, Woodward's manner of excruciating was 
so broad as to give general disgust. In England 
the same feeling could not be excited, because 
that arch-imitator touched upon a very vulgar, 
but it should seem very generally recognised, say- 
ing, respecting the Irish ladies, which none but 
Twiss (the traveller) ever alluded to — ^in print ; 
and we, at present, shall not, seeing the extreme 
saline manner jn which thejex treated the traveller's 
memory, long after the publication of his celebra- 
ted journey. On that occasion, the row began 
in the boxes I 

Having added the character of Smirk, the 
auctioneer, and a good number of incidents, Mr. 
Foote brought out the Minor in three acts, at 
Drury-lane Theatre, in 1761 : it was here favoura- 
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bly received, brought thirty-four .full houses, and 
in print has gone through nearly half as many edi- 
tions. It continues to be a favourite, notwith- 
standing the apparent incongruity of Sir William 
Wealthy's conduct, and is frequently performed to 
respectable audiences, amid continual applause; 
a proof, by inference, that the cant of methodism 
is not so generally spread as hath been supposed, 
although the party are tolerably active, and some- 
times fervent opponents pf the piece. An occa- 
sional suspension of this comedy, and at one 
time, the attempted ^ expulsion of Mother Cole, 
appear like concessions of the moot point ' on 
the psirt of some trust-worthless deputy of the 
Muses. 

If we are to suppose b, formal opposition, or 
enmity, existed between that cant and the histrio- 
nic muse, most certainly Whitfield drew Jirst blood, 
by calling the Theatre tiie devil's own house ; and, 
in return, methodism caught a clinker in the Minor, 
it probably never will get over, but which the 
saints Would gladly sink in the shades of forget- 
fulness, — of which we have some degree of proof 
in the following circumstance :— 

One Parsons; a publisher, sent forth, in single 
plays^ the Minor Theatre, (short comedies and 
farces,) among which were Footers ** Acting 
Pieces ;'' but Parsons, being a methodist, omitted 
this comedy — the Minor, as one not fit to be read, 
and which, he concluded, should be banished the 
stage. That he subsequently printed it, and af- 
terwards suspended the sale, , is to be taken as 
indications of the various conflicts between con-- 
science and mammon, that so often disturb the minds 
of more lesirned wights than serious booksellers. 

Another anecdote :' — early in the century saw 
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both iTheatres in ruiDs, at which time certain 
preachers bad anathematised all theatrical per- 
formances pretty warmly. The- morning after the 
Drury-lane conflagration, we met one of the per- 
formers, Mr.Charlemont, who feelingly deplored the 
unaccountable destruction of " our house,'' (as he 
called it,) adding, ** and is it to be wondered at, 
sir, seeing that tibe methodists have, been preach- 
ing at it these twelve months? Egad, I am in 
hopes we shall re-open with the Minor, and then 
they'll give Sir George to me." 

The whole of his prelude, or introduction, seems 
to have been got up as an apology for Foote's per- 
forming Mrs. Cole himself, aid perhaps for his 
personalities in other respects. Indeed, he had 
good reasons for taking a new view of what ought 
to be considered legitimate satire, in the circum- 
stance of yV^eston, his eUve, having taken ojff^ his 
master — apparently with leave, but really against 
Ijbe grain. The avowal of his birth, parentage, and 
progress to the boards, made by Shift, in Act I. 
was jneant for Weston, though he averred the co- 
louring was too high. The situations in which 
Lucy and ^ir George are thrown are very fine, 
although they prepare the reader too soon for the 
coming catastrophe ; from her lips, truths, painful 
truths^ of every-day occurrence are told, and give 
rise to pathetic feelings in all genuine hearts. 


b2 


TO HIS GRACE 

WILLIAM DUKE OF DEVONSHIRE, 

Lord Chamberiain of hia Mty'esty's Household. 


My Lord, 

The Minor, who is indebted for his 
appearance on the stage to your Grace's indul- 
gence, begs leaye to desire your furt&er-protection, 
at his entering into the world. 

Though the allegiance due from the whole dra- 
matic people to your Grace's station, might place 
this address in the light of a natural tribute ; yet, 
my Lord, I should not have taken that liberty 
with the Duke of Devonshire, if I could not, at 
the same time, plead some little utility in the de- 
sign of my piece ; and add, that the public appro- 
bation has st9,mped a value on the execution. v 

The law, which threw the stage under the abso- 
lute government of a lord chamberlain, could not, 
fail to fill the minds of all the objects of that 
power with very gloomy apprehensions; they 
found themselves (through their own licentious- 
ness, it must be confessed) in a more precarious 
dependent state, than any other of his Majesty's 
subjects. But, when their direction was lodged 
in the hands of a nobleman, whose ancestors had 
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SO successfully struggled for national liberty, they 
ceased to fear for their own. It was not fronn a 
patron of the liberal arts they were to expect an 
oppressor ; it was not from the friend of freedom » 
and of man, they were to dread partial monopo- 
lies or the establishment of petty tyrannies. 

Their warmest wishes are accomplished ; none 
of their rights have been invaded, except what, 
without the first poetic authority, I should not ven- 
ture to call a right — the jus nocendL 

Your tenderness, my Lord, for all the followers 
of the muses, has been in no instance more *con- 
spicuous than in your late favour to me, the 
meanest of their train; your Grace has thrown 
open (for those who are denied admittance into 
the palaces of Parnassus) a cottage on its borders, 
where the unhappy migrants may be, if not mag- 
nificently, at least, hospitably entertained. 

I shall detain your Grace no longer, thao just 
to echo the public voice,, that, for the honour, 
progress, ana perfection of letters, your Grtice 
may long continue their candid censor, who have 
always been their generous protector, 

I have the honour, my Lord, to be, with the 
greatest respect and gratitude. 

Your Grace's most dutiful, 
most obliged 

and obedient servant, 
Samuel JFoots. 

Ellestre, July 8, 1760, 


DRAMATIS PERSONS. 


PERSONS IN THE INTRODUCTION. 

FOOTE, 

Canker, 

SNAETy 

Pearse. 

IN THE COMEDY, (upon its retjwdl.) 

Sir William Wea^?¥Y Sfr. Baddeley, 

Mr. KiOHARD Wealthy Mr, Wrighten. 

Sir George Weai.thy • • Mr.AideiH* 

Shift Mr, Banniater, 

Loader * Mr. Bransby, 

Dick Mr. Burt<m. 

Transfer Mr, Parsons. 

Smirk , * Mr, Bannister, 

TAeBAEON, assumed • ,.,Mr, Baddeley* 

Mrs. Cole* • •• • Mr, Bannister, 

Lucy •••••• •• ,Miss Hopkins, 

SCENE^At first the Theatre; subsequently, the scene is laid 

at some Coffee-house near it. 
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MINOR; 


INTRODUCTION. 


Enter Canker and Smart. 

Smarts But are you sure he has leave? 

Cank. Certain. 

Smart, 1 am damned glad on't. For, now we 
shall have a laugh either with him^ or at him, it 
does not signify which. 

Cank, Not a farthing. 

Smart, Do you know his scheme ? 

Cank, Not I. But is not the door of the Little 
Theatre open ?* 

Smart, Yes. Who is that fellow that seems to 
stand sentry there ? 

Cank. By his tattered garb and meagre visage, 
he must be one of the troop. 

Smart, Til call him. Holo, Mister 


* Little Theatre, The Haymarket. 
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Enter Pearse. 

Whaty is there any thing going on over the 
way? 

Pearse, A rehearsal. 

Smart. Of what ? 

Pearae, A new piece. 

Smart. Foote's? 

Pearse, Yes. 

Cank. Is he there ? 

Pearse, He is. 

Smart, 'Zounds, let's go and see what he is 
about. 

Cank. With all my heart. 

Smart, Come along, then. [Exeunt, 

Enter Foots and an Actor. 

Foote, Sir, this will never do? you must get 
rid of your high notes, and country cant. Oh, 'tis 
the true strolling ■■ ■■■ ■ 

Enter Smart and Canker. 

Smart, Ha, ha, ha ! what, hard at it, niy boy ! 
•Here's your old friend Canker and I come 


for a peep. Well, and hey, what is your plan ? 

Foote. Plan? 

Smart, Aye ; what are your characters 1 Give 
us your group ? how is your cloth filled ? 

Foote, Characters? 

Smart. Aye — Come, come, communicate. Why, 
man, we will lend thee a lift. I have a damned 
fine original for thee ; an aunt of my own, just 
come from the North, with the true Newcastle burr 
in her throat ; and a nose and a chin /—I am 
afraid she is not well enough known : but I have 
a remedy for thaj;. I'll bring her the first night of 
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your piece, place her in a conspicuous station, and 
whisper the secret to the whole house. That will 
be damned fine, wo'n't it ? 

Foote, Oh, delicious! 

Smart, But don't name me. For, if she smokes 
me for the author, I shall be dashed out of her 
[last will and] codicil in a hurry. 

Facte. Oh, never fear me. But I should thiiik 
your unckTjm a better character. 

SmdrL What, the politician ? 

Foote, Aye ; he that every day, after dinher, as 
soon as the cloth is removed, fights the battle of 
Hinden, batters the French widi cherry-stones, 
and pursues 'em to the banks of the Rhine in a 
stream of spilt port. 

Smart. Oh, damn it, he'll do. 

Foote. Or, what say you to your father-in-law. 
Sir Timothy ? who, though as broken-winded as a 
Hounslow post-horse, is eternally chaunting Ve- 
netian ballads. Kata tor a cardhigUa. 

Smart. Admirable ! by heavens ! — Have you 
got 'em ? 
. Foote. No. 

Smart. Then in with 'em my boy. 

Foott. Not one. 

Smart. Pr'ythee why not ? 

Foote. Why, look-ye. Smart ; though you are, 
in the language of the world, my friend ^ yet there 
is one thing you, I am sure, love better than any 
body. 

SmaH. What's that ? 

Foate» Mischief. 

Smart. No, pr'ythee • 

Foote. How, now, am I sure Diat you, who so 
readily give up your relations, may not have some 
design upon me ? 
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Smart, I don't understand you. 

Foote. Why, as soon as my characters begin to 
circulate a little successfully, my mouth is stopped 
in a minute, by the clamour of your relations ; — 
** oh, damme, — ;'tis a shame, — it should not be^ — 
peonle of distinction brought upon the stage!" — 
And so, out of compliment to your cousins, I am 
to be beggared for treating the public with the 
follies of your family, at your own request. . 

Smart, How can you think I would be such a 
dog ? What the deyil, then, are we to have nothing 
personal ? Give us the actors, however. 

Foote, Oh, that's stale. Besides, I think they 
have, of all men, the best [most] right to com- 
plain. 

Smart, How so ? 

JFbo^e. Because, by rendering them ridiculous 
in their profession, you, at the same time, injure 
their pockets. Now, as to the other gentry, they 
have, providentially, something besides their under- 
standing to rely on ; and the only injury they can 
receive is, that the whole town is then diverted 
with what was before only the amusement of pri- 
vate parties. 

Cank» Give us then a national portrait: a 
Scotchman or an Irishman. 

Foote, If you mean merely the dialect of the 
two countries, I cannot think it either a subject of 
satire or of humour. It [The brogue] is an acciden- 
tal unhappiness, for which a man is no more ac- 
countable, than for the colour of his hair. Now, 
i^ectatian I take to be the true comic object. If, 
indeed, a North Briton, struck with a scheme of 
reformation, should advance from the banks of 
the Tweed, to teach the English the true pronun- 
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ciation of their own language,* he would, I 
think, merit your laughter: nor, would a Dublin 
mechanic, who, from heading the liberty-boys 
in a skirmish on Ormond-Quay, should think he 
had a right to prescribe military laws to the first 
commander in Europe, be a less ridiculous ob- 
ject. 

Smart, Are there such ? 

Foote. If you mean that the blunders of a few 
peasants, or the partial principles of a single 
scoundrel, are to stand as characteristic marks of 
a whole country , your pride may produce a laugh, 
but, believe me, it would be at the expense of 
your understanding. 

€akk. Heydey, what a system is here I Laws 
for laughing ! And pray, sage sir, instruct us when 
we may laugh with propriety f 

Foote, At an old beau, a superannuated beauty, 
a military coward, a stuttering orator, or a gouty 
dancer. In short, whoever affects to be what he 
is not, or strives to be what he cannot be, is an 
object worthy the poet's pen, and your mirth, 

Snutrt. Psha ! I don't know what you mean by 
your is nots, and cannots — damned abstruse jar- 
gon, eh. Canker? 

Cank. Well, but if you will not giye us persons, 
let us have things. Treat us with a modem 
amour, and a state intrigue, or a 


* A thing not uncommon. Poor Englkh : it is worthy of 
remark, even here, that nUes for pronouncing the language 
aright have been prescribed to us— in the tUcHonary form^^ 
by an Irishman, a Scotchman, a Welshman, and a French- 
man, seriainn: T. Sheridan, W. Stewart, (anonymouslQr) 
St Jones and W. Sahnon ! Of J. Walker and ChurchU^, 
noil wnstat 

VOL. II, C 
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Foote, And so amuse the public ear at the ex- 
pense of private peace. You must excuse me. 

Cank. And with these principles, you expect to 
thrive on the spot ? 

Smart. No» no, it wo'n't do. I tell diee die 
plain roast and boiled of the theatres will never do 
at this table. We must have high seasoned ra- 
goiits and rich sauces. 

Foote. Why, perhaps, by way of dessert, I 
may produce soniething lliat may kit your palate. 

Smart. Your bill of fare ? 

Foote. What think you of one of those itinerant 
field orators, who, although at declared enmity 
with common sense, have the address to poison 
the principles, and at the same time pick the 
pockets of half our industrious fellow subjects ? 

Conk. Have a care. Dangerous ground. Lu- 
dere cum sacris, you know. 

Foote. Now, I look upon it in a different inan- 
Der. I consider those gentlemen in the light of 
public performers, like myself; and whether we 
exhibit at Tottenham-court,* or. at the Hay-market, 
our purpose is the same, and the place is immate- 
rial. 

Cank Why, indeed, if it be considered 

Foote. Nay, more, I must beg leave to assert, 
that ridicule is the only antidote against this per- 
nicious poison. This is a madness that argument 
can never cure ; and, should a little wholesome se- 
verity be applied, "^ persecution" would be the 
immediate cry : where, tiien, can we have recourse, 
but to Hie comic muse? Perhaps, the archness and 


,* A nelit of Vehement orators held forth on the road widCf 
and where the ocfagon-cbapel now stands. 
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severity of ber smile may redress an evil, that the 
laws cannot reach, or reason reclaim. 

Cank. Why, if it does not cure those already 
distempered, it may be a means of stopping the 
infection. 

Smart But how is your scheme conducted ? 

Foote. Of that you may judge. We are just 
going upon a repetition [rehearsal ?] of the piece. 
I shoald be glad to have your opinion. 

Smart. We will give it you* 

Foote. One indulgence [/ crave] : as you are 
Englishmen, I think I need not beg, that, as from 
necessity most pf my performers are new, you will 
allow [something] for their inexperience, and en- 
courage their timidity. 

Smart, Nought but reasonable. 

Foote. Come, then, prompter , begin* 

Pearse, Lord, sir, we are all at a stand. 

Facte. What's the matter ? 

Pearse. jMrs. O'Schohnesy has returned the part 
of the bawd ; she says she is a gentlewoman, and 
it would be a reflection on her family to do any 
such thing I 

Facte, Indeed ! 

Pearse. If it had been only a whore, says she, I 
should not have minded it ; because no lady need 
be ashamed of doing that. 

Faote, Well, there is no help for it ; but these 
gentlemen must not be disappointed. Well, 111 
do the character myself. 
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ACT THE FIRST. 

Sir W11.LIAM Wealthy and Mr. Richard 

Wealthy. 

Sir Will. Come, come, brother, I know the 
world. People who have their attention eternally 
iixed upon one object, cannot help being a little 
narrow in their notions. 

R, Weal, A sagacious remark that, and highly 
probable, that we merchants, who maintain a con- 
stant correspondence with the four quarters of the 
world, should know less of it than your fashiona- 
ble fellows, whose whole experience is bounded 
by Westminster-bridge. 

Sir Will. Nay, brother, as a proof that I am 
not blind to the benefit of travelling George, you 
know, has been in Germany these four years. 

R, Weal. Where he is well grounded in gaming 
and gluttony; France has furnished him with 
fawning and flattery ; Italy equipped him with ca- 
priols and cantatas : and, thus accomplished, my 
young gentleman is returned with a cargo of whores, 
cooks, valets de chambre, and fiddlesticks, a most 
valuable member of the British commonwealth. 

Sir Will. You dislike, then, my system of edu-* 
cation ? 

R. Weal. Most sincerely. 

Sir Will. The whole ? 

R, Weal. Every particular. 

Sir Will. The early part, I should imagine, 
might merit your approbation. 

R. Weal Least of all. What^ I suppose, be- 
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cemje he has ma the gaundet through a public 
school, where, at sixteeo, he had prs^ctised more 
vices than he would otherwise have heard of at 
sixty. 

Sir Will. Ha, ha, prejudice ! 

R, Weid. Then, indeed, you removed him to 
the uaiversity ; where, lest his morals should be 
mended, and his understanding improved, you' 
fairly set him free from the restraint of the one, 
and the drudgery of the other, by the privileged 
dislanctioB of a silk gown and a velvet cap. 

Sir Will. And all these evils, you think, a city 
edoeation would have presented ? 

R. Wetii, Dcmbtiesss. m . i ■ Proverbs, pr4)verbs, 
brother William, convey wholesone instruction. 
Idleness is the root of all evil^ Regular hours, 
constant employment, and good example, cannot 
fail to form the.mind. 

Sir Will. Why truly, brolhery had you stuck to 
your old civic vices, hypocrisy, cozenage, and 
avftiiGf , I don't know whether I might not have 
'Committed George to your care ; but you cockneys 
now beat us suburbians at our own weapons. 
What, old boy, times are changed since the date 
of thy indentures; when the sleek, crop-eared 
prentice used to dangle after his mistress, with the 
^at bible under his arm, to St. Bride's, on a 
^ttinday ; brii^ home 4he text, repeat the divisioi» 
<if the xiiscourse, dine at twelve, and regale, iqpon 
a gaudy day, with buns and beer at Islington, or 
Mile^nd. 

R. Weal. Wonderfully iacetiiNis! 

Sir Will. Our modem lads axe of a different 
tnetid. They have their gaming^ilbs in the gar- 
den, their little lodgings, the snug depositories of 
their rusty swords, and occasional bag-vrigs ; Hieir 

c 2 
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horses for the turf ; aye, and their commisiiioDs of- 
bankruptcy too/ before they are well out of thek 
time. 

R. Weal. Infamous aspersion ! 

Sir Will, But the last meeting at Newmarket, 
Lard Lofty received, at the hazard-table, the iden-^ 
tical note from the individual tailor to whom he 
had paid it but the day before, for .a new set of 
liveries. 

R. Weal, Invention ! 

Sir Will. These are anecdotes you will never 
meet with in your, weeklyitravels from Cateaton- 
street to your boarded box in Clapham, brother. 

R. WeaL And yet that boarded box, as your 
prodigal spendthrift proceeds, will soon be the only 
.seat of the fomily. 

«. Sir Will. May be not. Who knows whatf a re- 
formation our project may produce ! 
' jR. Wad. I do. None at all. 

Sir Will Why so? 
' Jt. WtaL Because your means are illjm^r- 
•iiotted to then: end. Were he my son, I would 
•serv^ him -— 

Sir WiU. As you have done your dangbter* 
^K#card him. But consider, I have but one., . 
i' J?. Weal. That would weigh nothing with me: 
for, were Charlotte to set up a will of her )fiwn, 
and reject the man of my choice, she must expect 
to share the fate of her sister. I consider fanilltes 
as It smaller kind of kingdoms, and would have 
disobedience in the one as severely punished> a$ 
rebellion in the other--r-Cut . ojBT botii.from .tiieir 
respective societies. ^, 

Sir Will. Poor Lucy! But surely you b^g^l to 
xelent. Mayn't I intercede ? j 

> R.'Weal. Look ye, broUier, you know my.i^nd. 
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I will be absolute. If I meddle with the manage- 
ment of your sooy it is at your own request ; but 
if, directly or indirectly, you interfere with my 
banishment of that wilful, headstrong, disobedient 
hussy, all ties between us are broke ; and I shall 
no more remember you as a brother than I do 
her as a child. 

Sir WilL I have done. But to return. You 
think there is a probability in my plan 1 

R, Weal, I shall attend the issue. 

Sir WilL You will lend your aid, however ? 

R, WeaL We shall s^e how you go on. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser, A letter, sir. 

Sir WilL Oh, from Capias, my attorney. . Who 
brought it? 
Ser, The person is without, sir. 
Sir WilL Bid him wait. [Reads.] 

[Ent Servant* 

Worthy Sir, 

The bearer is the person I promised to 
procure, J thought it was proper for you to ex- 
amine Attn in viva voce. So, if you administer a 
few interrogatories, you will find, by cross- queS' 
tioning him, whether he is a competent person to 
prosecute the cause you wot of I wish you a 
speedy issue : and as there can be no d^ault in your 
judgement, am of opinion it should be carried into 
immediate execution, I am. 

Worthy Sir, ifc 

Timothy Capias. 

P.S. The party^s name is Samuel Shift, He is 
an admirable mime, or mimic, and most ddectable 
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company ; as tie experience every Tuesday night at 
our cluh^ the Magpye and Horse'shoe^ Fetter^lane. 

Very methodical indeed, Mr.Capiaa l^>*Ji)hn 1 

Enter Servant, 

Bid the person who brought this letter walk id. 
\^Exit Servant.] Have you any curiosity; bro- 
ther? 

R. WeaL Not a jot. I mast to the Change. 
In the evening you may find me in the counting- 
house, or at Jonathan's. [Exit R. Wealthy. 

Sir Will, You shall hear from me. 

Enter Shift and Servant. 

Shut die door, John, and remember I am not 
at home. [Exit Servant.] You came from Mr. 
Capias ? 
. Shift, I did, sir. 

Sir Will. Your name, I think, is Shift ? 

Shift. It is, sir. 

Sir Will, Did Mr. Capias drop any hint of my 
businiess with you ? 

Shift. None. He only said, with his specta- 
cles on his nose, and his hand upon his diin, Sir 
William Wealdiy is a respectable personage, and 
my client ; he wants to retain yon in a <eertain af- 
, fahr, and wilt open the case, and give yon your 
brief himself: i you adheve to his instructions, 
and carry your cause, he is generous, and will dis- 
charge your bill without taxation. 

Sir Will. Ha ! ba ! my &iend Capias to a hair ! 
W«ll, «ir, this is no bad specimen of your abili- 
ties. But see that the door is fast. Now^ sir, 
yon are to 

Shtft. A moment's pause^ if yon please. You 
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must knowy Sir William^ I am a prodigious ad- 
mirer of forms. Now, Mr. Capias tells me, that 
it is always the rule to administer a retaining fee 
before you enter upon the merits. 

Sir Will, Oh, sir, I beg your pardon ! 

Shift Not that I questioned your generosity ; 
but forms you know • . 

Sir Will. No apology, I beg. But as we are 
to have a closer connexion, it may not be amiss, 
by way of introduction, to understand one another 
a little. Pray, sir, where was you born ? 

Shift. At my father's. 

Sir Will. Hum ! And what was he ? 

Shift. A gentleman. 

Sir Will. What was you bred ? 

Shift. A gentleman. 

Sir Will. How do you live ? 

Shift. Like a gentleman. 

Sir Will. Could nothing induce you to unbosom 
yourself? 

Shift. Look ye, Sir William, there is a kind of 
something in your countenance, a certain openness 
and generosity, a je ne scai quoi in your manner, 
that I will unlock : you shall see me all. 

Sir Will. You will oblige me. 

Shift. You must know tiien, that fortune, which 
frequently delights to raise the noblest structures 
from the simplest foundations ; who from a tailor 
made a pope, from a gin-shop an empress, an,d 
many a prime minister from nothing at all, has 
thought fit to raise me to my present height, from 
the humble employment of '' light, your Honour ? 
— — '* A link boy. 

Sir Will. A pleasant fellow. Who were 

your parents ? 

Shifts I was produced, sir, by a left-handed 
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marriage, in the laoguage of the news-papersy 
between an illustriou9 lamp-lighter and an emineni 
itinerant cat and dog butcher. — '* Cat's meat, and 
dog's meat." — I dare say, you have heard my mo- 
ther, sir. But, as to this happy pair I owe little 
besides my being, I shall drop ubem where tbey 
dropped me in the street. 

Sir Will, Proceed. 

Shift, My first knowledge of the world I owe 
to a school, which has produced many a great 
man ; the avenues of the play-house. There, sir, 
leaning on my extinguished link, 1 learned de3|:te- 
rity from pick-pockets, connivance from constables, 
politics and fashions from footmen, and the art of 
making and breaking a promise, from their mas- 
ters : " here, sirrah, light me a-cross the kenueL" 
I hope your honour will remember poor Jack. 
** You ragged rascal, I have no half-pence; 

I'll pay you the next tiine I see you" But, lack- 

a-day, sir, that time I sa^ as seldom as hi3 trades- 
men. 

Sir Will. Very well. 

Shift To these accomplishments from without 
the theatre, I must add one that I obtained within. 

Sir Will, How did you gain admittance there ? 

Shift, My merit, sir, that, like my link, threw 

a radiance around me. A detachment from the 

head-quarters here, took possession, in the sum- 
mer, of a country corporation, where I did the ho- 
nours of the barn, by sweeping the stage, and clip- 
ping the candles. There my skill and address was 
so conspicuous, that it procured me the same of- 
fice the ensuing winter, at Drury-lane, where 
I acquired intrepidity, the crown of all my virtues. 

Sir Will, How did you obtain that? 

Shift, By my post* For I think, sir, he that 
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dares stand the shot of the gallery in lighting, 
snuffing, and sweeping, the first night of a new 
play, may bid defiance to the pillory, with all its 
customary compliments. 

Sir Will. Some truth in that. 

Shift. But an unlucky crab-apple> applied to my 
right eye, by a patriot gingerbread-baker from the 
Borough, who would not suffer three dancers from 
Switzerland, because he hated the French, forced 
ine to a precipitate retreat. 

SrIFf//. Poor devil! 

Shift. Broglio and Contades have done the saime. 
But, as it happened, like a tennis-ball, I rose 
hi^er than [bv] the rebound. 

Sir mil. How so ? 

Shift. My misfortune, sir, moved the compassion 
of one of our performers, a whimsical man; he 
took me into his service. To him I owe, what I 
believe, will make me useful to you. 

Sir Will. Explain. 

Shift. Why, sir, my master -was r^narkabiy 
happy in an art, which, however disestecmed at 
present, is, by TuUy, reckoned amongst the per- 
fections of an orator — mimickry. 

Sir Will. Why, you are deeply read, Mr. Shift ! 

Shift. A smattering — But, as 1 was saying, sir, 
nd^ng came amiss to my master. Bipeds or 
quadrupeds: rationals or animals; from the cla- 
mour of the bar to the cackle of the barn-door ; 
from the soporific twang of the Tabernacle of Tot- 
tenham-court, to the melodious bray of their long- 
eared brethren in Bunhill-fields ; all were objects 
of his imitation, and my attention. In a word, 
sir, for two whole years, under this professor, I 
studied and starved, impoverished my body, and 
pampered my mind, till^ thinking myself pretty 
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nearly equal to my master, I made him one of hrs 
own bows, and set up for myself. 

Sir WilL You have been successful, I hope. 

Shift. Pretty well ; I can't complain. My art, 
sir, is BipasS'par-tout. I seldom want employment. 
Let's see how stands my engagements. \^I^uIls 
out a pocket'book."] Hum, — ^hum, oh! Wednes- 
day, at Mrs. Gammut's, near Hanover-square ; 
there, there, 1 shall make a meal upon the Afin- 

fotti : for her ladyship is in the opera interest ; 
ut, however, I shall revenge her cause upon her 
rival Mattel. Sunday evening, at Lady Sustinuto's 
concert. Thursday, I dine upon the actors, with 
ten Templars, at the Mitre, in Fleet-street. Fri- 
day, I am to give die amorous parly of two intri- 
guing cats in Uie gutter,* with the disturbing of a 
hen-roast, at Mr. Deputy Sugarsops, near the 
Monument. So, sir, you see my hands are full. 
In short, Sir .William, there is not a buck or a 
turtle devoured within the bills of mortality, but 
there I may, if I please, stick a napkin under my 
chin. 

Sir Will I*m afraid, Mr. Shift, I must break 
in a little upon your engagements ; but you shall 
be no loser by tiiie bargain. 

Shift. Command me. 

Sir WilL You can be secret as well as servicea- 
ble? 

Shift. Mute as a mackarel. 

Sir WilL Come hither, then. If you )>etray 
me to my son — — 

Shift. Scalp me* 


• Alluding to his own eat-^t^ at the finish of << the 
Knif^ts*'— >See page 6, yoL i. 
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Sir Will. Enough. — ^You mustlnotv' then, the 
hopes of our family are, Mr. Shift, centered in 
one boy. 

Shift. And, I warrant, he is a hopeful one. 

Sir Will.. No interruption, I beg. George has 
been abroad these four years, and, from his late 
behaviour, I have reason to believe, that, had a 
certain event happened, which I am afraid he 
wished, — my dea^ 

Shift. Yes ; that's natural enough. 

Sir Will. Nay, pray ,-«-there would soon be an 
end to an ancient and honourable family. 

Shift. Very melancholy, indeed. But families, 
like besoms, will wear to the stumps, and finally 
fret out, as you say. 

Sir Will. Pr'ythee peace for five minutes. 

Shift. I am tongue-tied. 

Sir Will. Now, I have projected a scheme to 
prevent this calamity. 

Shift. Aye, I should be glad to hear that. 

Sir Will. I am going to tell it you. 

Shift. Proceed. 

Sir Will. George, as I have contrived it, shall 
experience all the misery of real ruin, without 
running the least risk. 

Shift. Aye, that will be a coup de maitre. 

Sir Will. I have prevailed upon his uncle, a 
wealthy citizen 

Shift. I don't like a city plot. 

Sir Will. I tell thee it is my own. 

Shift. I beg pardon. . v 

Sir Will. My brother, I say, some time since 
wrote him a circumstantial account of my death ; 
upon which, he is returned, in full expectation of 
succeeding to my estate. 

Shift. Immediately? 

VOL. II» D 
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Sir Will No ; when at age. In about three 
months. 

ShifU I understand you. ^ 

Sir WiU. Now, sir, guessing into what hands 
my heedless boy wonld naturally fall, on his re- 
turn, I have, in a feigned character, associated 
myself with a set of rascals, who will spread 
every bait that can flatter folly, inflame extrava- 
gance, allure inexperience, or catch credulity. 
And when, by their means, he thinks himself re- 
duced to the last extremity ; lost even to the most 
distant hope 

Shift. What then ? 

Sir Witi. Then will I step in like his guardian- 
angel, and snatch him from perdition. If, morti- 
fied by misery, he becomes conscious of his errors, 
I have saved my son : but if, on the other hand, 
gratitude* cannot bind, nor ruin reclaim him, I will 
cast him out, as an alien to my blood, and trust 
for the support of my name and family to a remo- 
ter branch. 

Shifts Bravely resolved. But what part am I 
to sustain in this drama 1 

Sir WilL Why, Greorge, you are to know, is 
already stripped of what money he could command, 
by two sharpers : but as I never trust them out of 
my sight they can't deceive me. 

Shift. Out of your sight! 

Sir WilL Why, I tell thee, I am one of the 
knot : an adept in their science ; can slip, shuflle, 
cog, or cut, with the best of 'em. 

Shift. How do you escape your son's notice ? 

Sir Will, His firm persuasion of my death, with 

the extravagance of my disguise. Why, I 

would engage to elude your penetration, when I 
am beaued out for the baron. But of that by and 
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by. He has recourse^ after his ill success, to 
the cent, per cent, gentry, the usurers, for a fur* 
ther supply. 

Shift. Natural enough. 

Sir Will. Pray, do you know, — I forgot his 
name, a wrinkled old fellow, in a thread-bare 
coat ? He sits e^ery morning, from twelve till two, 
in the left corner of Lloyd's coffee-house; and 
every evening, from five till eight, under the 
clock, at the Temple-exchange. 

Shift. What, little Transfer, the broker ! 

Sir Will. The same. Do you know him ? 

Shift. Knoyr him ! Aye, rot him. It was but 
last Easter Tuesday, he had me turned out at a 
feast, at Leather-sellers' Hall, for singing ** room 
for Cuckolds,'' like a parrot ; and vowed it meant 
a reflection upon the whole body corporate. 

Sir WilL You have reason to remember him. 

Shift. Yes, yes, I recommended a minor to him 
myself, for the loan only of fifty pounds ; and 
would you believe it, as I hope to be saved, we 
dined, supped, and wetted five-and*thirty guineas 
upon tick, in meetings at the Cross-keys, in order 
to settle the terms ; and after all, the scoundrel 
would not lend us a stiver. 

Sir Will. Could you personate him? 

Shift. Him I Oh, you shall see me shift into 
his shamble in a minute : and with a withered face, 
a bit of a purple nose, a cautionary stammer, and 
a sleek silver head, I would undertake to deceive 
even his banker. But, to speak the trutli, I have 
a friend that can do this inimitably well. Have 
not you something of more consequence for me ? 

Sir Will. I have. ^ Could not you, master Shift, 
assume another shape? You have attended auctions. 

Shift. Auctions ! a constant puff. Deep in the 
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mystery; a prbfessed connoisseur^ from a Niger 
to a nautilus, from the Apollo Belvidere to a bat- 
terfly. 

Sir Will. One of those insinuating, oily orators, 
I will get you to personate : for we must have the 
plate and jewels in our possession, ot they will 
soon fall into other hands. 

Shift. I will do it. 

Sir Will. Within : I will give you further in- 
structions. 

Shift. 1*11 follow you. 

Sir Will. [Going, returns.] You will want 
materials. 

Shift. Oh, my dress I can be furnished with in 
five minutes. [Exit Sir William.] A whimsi- 
cal old blade this. I shall laugh if this scheme 
miscarries. I have a strange mind to lend it a 
lift — never had a greater — Pho ! a damned unna- 
tural connexion this of mine ! What have I to do 
with fathers and guardians ! a parcel of preaching, 
prudent, careful, curmudgeonly — dead to plea- 
sures themselves, and the blasters of it in others 
— Mere dogs in a manger— No, no, I'll veer, tack 
about, open my budget to the boy, and join in a 
counter-plot. But hold, hold, friend Stephen, see 
first how the land lies. Who knows whether this 
Germanized genius has parts ■ to comprehend, or 
spirit to reward thy merit. There's danger in that ; 
aye^ marry is there. Egad, before I shift the 
helm, I'll first examine the coast ; and then, if 
there be but a bold shore, and a good bottom, 
have a care, old Square Toes, you will meet with 
your match. [Exit^ 

Enter SiR George, Loader, and Servant, 
Sir Geo. Let the Martin pannels for the vis-a-vis 
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be carried to Long-Acre, and the pye-balls sent 

to Hall's to be bitted You will give me leave 

to be in your d^bt till tbe evening, Mr. Loader, 
I have just enough left to discharge the baron; 
and we must, you know, be punctual with him^ 
for the credit oi the country. 

Load, Fire him, a snub-nosed son of a bitch ! 
Levant me,* but he got enough last night to pur-- 
chase a principality amongst his countrymen, the 
High-dutchians and Hussarians. 

Sir Geo, You had yoar share, Mr. Loader. 

Load, Who, I! Lurch me at four, but 1 was 
marked to Uie top of your trick, by the baron, my 
dear. What, I am no cinque and quatre man, 
Corae^ shall we have a dip in the ** history of the 
Four Rings" this morning ? 

Sir Geo, Rather too early. Besides it is the 
rule abroad, never to engage a-fresfa, until our old 
scores are discharged. 

Load, Capot me, but those lads abroad are 
jNretty fellows, let *em say what they will. Here, 
sir, they will vowel youf from fa&er to son to 
the twentieth generation. They would as soon 
now-a-days pay a tradesman's bill, as a pia^ 
debt. All sense of honour is gone, not a stiver 
stirring. They could as soon raise the dead 
as two pounds two. ^ck me, but I have a great 
mind to tie np,X and ruin the rascals — ^What, has 
Transfer been here thi$ morning ? 


^^•^.MkMa 


* Levant, a species of bankrupUg amongbetting raen^ legs, 

and gamblers. 

t To vowel— to pay by an ** I O U," — so much, 

t T0tieup — ^T« vow, to engage, -or be jswoni to -desist 

from a thing. Those, and other slang terms in tlie text are 

fnliy explained in '' Bee's Dictionary of the Turi^ fheKinj^, 

&c. &C. 
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JSnter Dick. 

Sir Geo, Any body here this morning, Dick ? 

i>iVA:. Nobody, your honour. 

Load. Repique the rascal. He promised to be 
here before me. 

Dick, I beg your honour's pardon. Mrs, Cole 
from the Piazza was here, between seven and 
eight. 

Sir Geo. An early hour for a lady of her calling. 

Dick, Mercy on me ! The poor gentlewoman is 
mortally altered since we used to lodge there, in 
our jaunts from Oxford ; wrapt up in flannels : all 
over the rheumatise. 

Load, Ay, ay, old Moll is at her last stake. 

Dick, She bade me say, she just stopt in her 
way to the tabernacle ; after the exhortation, sbe 
says, she'll call again. 

Sir Geo, Exhortation ! Oh, I recollect. Well, 
whilst they only make proselytes from that profes- 
sion, they are heartily welcome to them. She does 
not mean to m^ke me a convert? 

Dick, I believe she has some such design upon 
me ; for she offered me a book of hymns, a shil- 
ling, and a dram, to go along with her. 

Sir Geo, No bad scheme, Dick: Thou hast a 
fine, sober, psalm-singing countenance; and, when 
thou hast been some time in their trammels, may'st 
|nake as able a teacher as the best of 'em. 

Dick, Laud, sir, I want learning. 

Sir Geo, Oh, the spirit, the spirit will supply 
all that, Dick, never fear. 

Enter Sir William, as a German baron. 

Sir Geo. My dear baron, what news from the 
Haymarket? What says the Florenza? Does 
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sbe yield ? Shall I be happy ? Say yes^ and com- 
mand my fortune. 

Sir Will. 1 was never did see so fine a woman 
since I was leave Hamburgh ; dere was all de co- 
lour, all red and white, dat was. quite natural ; 
point d'artifice. Then she was dance and sing — 
I vow to heaven, I was never see de like ! 

Sir Geo. But how did she receive my embassy ? 
What hopes 1 

Sir Will, Why dere was monsieur le cheveUier, 
when I first enter, dree or four damned queer peo- 
ple ? ah, ah, dought I, by gar I guess your busi- 
ness. Dere was one fat pig woman's, dat I know 
long time : le valet de chambre was tell me dat she 
came from a grand merchand ; ha^ ha, dought I, 
by your leave, stick to your shop; or, if you must 
have de pretty girl, dere is de play-hous, dat do 
very well for you ; but for de opera, pardonnez, 
by g&r, dat is meat for your master. 

Sir Geo, Insolent mechanic ! — ^but she despised 
him 1 

Sir WilL Ah, may foy, he is damn rich, has 
beaucoup de guineas; but after de fat woman was 
go, I was tell the signora, madam, der is one cer- 
tain chevalier of dis country, who has travelled. 
Bee de world, bien fait^ well made, beaucoup 
d'esprit, a great deal of monies, who beg, by 
gar, to have de honour to drow himself at your feet. 

Sir Geo, Well, well, baron. 

Sir WilL She askayour name; as soon as I tell 
her, aha, by gar, dans an instant, she melt like 
de lomp of sugar : she run to her bureau, and, in 
de minute, return wid de paper. 

Sir Geo, Give it me. [Reads, 

** Les prelimtnaires d^unetraite entre le Chevalier 
Wealthy f and la Signora DiamentV* — — 
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A bagatelle, a trifle : she shall have it. 

Load, Hark-ye, knight, what is all that there 
outlandish stuff? 

Sir Geo, Read, read ! The eloquence of angels, 
my dear baron ! 

Load, Slam me, but the man's mad! I don't 
understand their 'gibberish What is it in Eng- 
lish ? 

Sir Geo, The preliminaries of a subsidy treaty 
between Sir O. Wealthy and Signora Florenza? 
that the said signora will resign the possession of 
her person to the said Sir George, on the payment 
of three hundred guineas monthly, for equipage, 
table, domestics, dress, dogs, and diamonds ; her 
debts to be duly discharged, and a note adranced 
of five hundred by way of entrance. 

Load, Zounds, what a cormorant ! She must be 
deyilish handsome. 

Sir Geo. I am told so. 

Load. Told so ! Why, did you never see lier ? 

Sir Geo, No ; and possibly never may, but 
from my box at the opera. 

Load, Hey-day 1 Why, what the devij *— — 

Sir Geo, Ha, ha, you stare, I don't \^onder at 
it. This is an elegant refinement, unknown to the 
gross voluptuaries of this part of the world. This 
is, Mr. Loader, what maybe called a debt to your 
dignity : for an opera girl is as essential a piece of 
equipage for a man of fiabshion as his coach. 

Load. The devil! 

Sir Geb. ^Tis for the vulgar only to enjoy ^al 
they possess : liie distinction of ranks and condi- 
tions are, to have honnds, and never hunt ; cooks, 
and dine at taverns; houses you never inhabit; 
mistresses you never enjoy 

Load. And debts yon never pay. Egad, I am 
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not surprisedPat it ; if this be your trade, no won- 
der that you want money for necessaries, when 
you give such a damned deal for nothing at alL 

Enter Servant. 

Ser, Mrs. Cole, to wait upon your honour. 

Sir Geo. My dear baron, run, despatch my af- 
fair, conclude my treaty, and thank her for the 
very reasonable conditions. 

Sir Will. I sail. 

Sir Geo» Mr. Loader, shall I trouble you to 
introduce the lady ? She is, I think, your acquain- 
tance. 

Load, Who, old Moll? Aye, aye, she's your 
market-woman. I would not give six-pence foryour 
signoras. One armful of good, wholesome British 
beauty is worth a ship-load of their trapsing, 
tawdry trollops. But, hark-ye, baron, how much 
for the table ? Why she must have a devilish large 
family, or a monstrous stomach. 

Sir Will. Aye, aye, dere, is her moder, la 
complaisant e to walk in de Park, and to go to de 
play ; two broders, deux valet$, dree Spanish lap- 
dogs, and de monkey. 

Load. Strip me, if I would set five shillings 
against the whole gang. Mav my partner renounce 
with the game in his hand* u I were you, knight, 
if I would not [Exit Baron. 

Sir Geo. But the lady waits. [Eait Load.] A 
strange fellow this ! What a whimsical jargon he 
talks ! Not an idea abstracted* from play ! To say 
truth, I am sincerely sick of my acquaintance : 
but, however, I have the first people in the king- 
dom to keep me in countenance. Death and the 
dice level all distinctions. 


34 THE MINOR. 

Enter Mrs. Cole, supported hy Loader; and 

Dick. 

Mrs. Cole» Gently, gently, good Mr. Loadier. 

Load, .Come along, old Moll. Why^ you jade, 
you look as rosy this morning, I must haye a 
smack at your muns. Here, taste her^ she is as 
good as old hock to get you a stomach. 

Mrs. Cole. Fye, Mr. Loader, I thought you 
had forgot me. 

Load. I forget you! I would as soon forget 
what is trumps. 

Mrs. Cole. Softly, softly, young man. There, 
there, mighty well. And how does your honour 
do ? I ha'n't seen your honour, I can't tell the— - 
Oh ! mercy on me, there's a twinge 

Sir Geo. What is the matter, Mrs. Cole ? 

Mrs. Cole. My old disorder, the rheumatise ; 

I ha'n't been able to get a wink of Oh, la ! 

what, you have been in town these two days 1 

Sir Geo* Since Wednesday. 

Mrs. Cole. And never once called upon old 
Cole. No, no, I am worn out, thrown by and 
forgotten, like a tattered garment, as Mr. Squin- 
tum says. Oh, he is a dear man ! But for him I 
had been a lost sheep ; never known the comforts 

of the new birth ; no, ^There's your old friend, 

Kitty Carrot, at home stilL What, shall we see 
you this evening ? I have kept the green-room for 
you ever since I heard you were in town. 

Load. What, shall we take a snap at old l^f oil's ? 
Hey, beldame, have you a good batch of Burgundy 
abroach ? 

Mrs. Cole. Bright ^s a ruby ; and for flavour ! 
You know the colonel He and Jenny Cum- 
mins drank three flasks, hand to flst, last night 
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Load. What, and bilk thee of thy share? 

Mrs, Cole, Ah, don*t mention it, Mr. Loader. 
No, that's all over with me. The time has been 
when I could have earned thirty shillings a day by 
my own drinking, and the next morning was nei- 
ther sick nor sorry ; but new, O laud 4 a thimble- 
ful turns me topsy-turvy. 

Load, Poor old girl ! 

Mrs. Cole, Aye, I have done with these idle 
vanities ; my thoughts are fixed upon a better place. 
What, I suppose, Mr. Loader, you will be for 
yoar old friend the black-eyed girl, fromRosemai-y-' 
lane. Ha, ha! Well, 'tis a merry little tit. A 

thouswid pities she's such a reprobate ! But 

shell mend ; her iime is sot come : all shall have 
their call, as Mr. Squintum says, sooner or later ; 
regeneration is not the work of a day. No, no, 
no,— Oh I 

Sir Geo, Not worse, I hope. 

Mrs, Cole. Rack, rack, gnaw, gnaw, never 
easy ; a-bed or up, all's one. Pray, honest friend^ 
have you any clary or mint-water in the house ? • 

Dick. A case of French drams. 

Mrs, Cole, Heaven defend me ! I would not 
touch a dram for the world. 

Sir Geo. They are but cordials, Mrs. Cole. 
Fetch'em, you blockhead. \^Exit Dick. 

Mrs, Cole, Aye, I am a-going ; a wasting and 
a wasting. Sir George. What will become of the 

house when I am gone, heaven knows. No. 

When people are missed, then they are 

mourned. Sixteen years have I lived in the Gar- 
den, comfortably and creditably; and, though I 
say it, could have got bail any hour of the day : 
reputable tradesmen, Sir George, neighbours, Mr. 
Loader knows ; no knock-me-down doings, in my 
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house. A set of regular, sedate^ sober customers. 

No rioters. Sixteen did I say -Ay, eighteen 

years I have paid scot and lot in the parish of St. 
JPaul's, and, during the whole time, nobody have 
said, Mrs. Cole, why do you so ? Unless twice 
that I was before Sir Thomas De Val, and three 
times in the round-house. [She, cries. 

Sir Geo, Nay, don't weep, Mrs. Cole. 

Load. May I lose deal, with an honour . at 
bottom^ if old Moll does not bring tears into my 
eyes. 

Mrs, Cole, However, it is a comfort after all, 
to think one has past through the world with cre- 
dit and character. Aye, a good name, as Mr. 
Squintum says, is better than a gallipot of oint- 
ment. 

Enter Dick, with a Dram» 

Load, Come, haste, Dick, haste ; sorrow is 
dry. Here, Moll, shall I fill thee a bumper ? 

Mrs, Cole, Hold, hold, Mr. Loader! Heaven 
help you, I could as soon swallow the Thames. 
Only a sip, to keep the gout out of my stomach. 

Load. Why then, here's to thee. — Levant me, 
but it is supernaculum, — Speak when you have 
enough. 

Mrs, Cole, I wo'n't trouble you for the glass ; 
my hands do so tremble and shake, I shall bat 
spill the good creature. 

Load, Well pulled. But now to busiiiess. 
Pr'ythee, Moll, did not I see a tight young 
wench, in a linen gown, knock at your door this 
morning 7 

Mrs, Cole, Aye, a young thing from the country. 

Load, Could we not get a peep at her this 
evening 1 


Mrs. Cole. Impassible ! She is engaged to Sir 
Timothy Totter. I have taken earnest for her 
three months. 

Load, Pho, what signifies such a fellow as 
that ! Tip him an old trader, and give her to the 
knight. 

Mrs, Cole. * Tip him an old trader !'-— Mercy 
on us, where do you expect to go when you die, 
Mr. Loader ? 

Load. Crop me, but this Squintum has turned 
her brains. 

Sir Geo, Nay, Mr. Loader, I think the gentle^ 
man has wrought a most happy reformation. 

Mrs. Cole. Oh, it- was a wonderful work. There 
had I been tossing in the sea of sin, [like a ship,] 
without rudder or compass. And had not the 
good gentleman' piloted me into the harbour of 
grace, I must have struck against the rocks of 
reprobation, and have been quite swallowed up in 
the whirlpool of despair. He was the precious 
instrument of my spiritual sprinkling. — But, how- 
' ever. Sir George, if your mind be set upon a young 
country thing, to-morrow night I believe 1 can 
furnish you. 

Load. As how ? 

Mrs. Cole. I have advertised this morning, in 
the register-office, for servants under seventeen; 
and ten to one but I light on something that will do» 
Load. Pillory me, but it has a face. 
Mrs, Cok. Truly, consistently with my con- 
science, I would do any thing for your honour. 

Sir Geo. Ilight> Mrs. Cole, never lose sight of 
that monitor. But, pray, how long has this hea- 
venly change been wrought in you ? 

Mrs. Cole. Ever since my last visitation of the 
gout. Upon my first fit, seven years ago, I be* 
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gan to have my doubts and my waverings ; but I 
was lost in a labyrintb, and nobody to show me 
the road. One time, I thought of dying a Roman^ 
which is truly a comfortable communion enough 
for one of us : — ^but it would not do. 

Sir Geo. Why noti 

Mrs. Cole. I went one summer over to Boulogne 
to repent; and» would you believe it» the bare- 
footedy bald-pate beggars would not give me ab- 
solution, without I quitted my business. Did 

you ever hear of such a set of scabby Besides, 

I could not bear their barbarity. Would you be- 
lieve it, Mr. Loader, they Iock up, for their iiyes, 
in a nunnery,, the prettiest, sweetest, tender^ 

young things ! Oh, six of them, for a season, 

would finish my business here, and then I should 
have nothing to do, but to think of hereafter. 

Load. Brand me, what a country ! 

Sir Geo. Oh, scandalous ! 

Mrs. Cole. O no, it would not do. So, in my 
last illness, I was wished to Mr. Squintum, who 
stept in with his saving grofie, got me with the 
new birth, and I became as you see, regenerate, 
and another creature. / 

Enter Dick. 

Dick. Mr. Transfer, sir, has sent to know if 
vour honour be at home. 

Sir Geo. Mrs. Cole, I am mortified to part 
with you. But business, you know 

Mrs. Cole. True, Sir George. Mr. Loader^ 
your arm ^Gently, oh, oh! 

Sir Geo. Would you take another thimbleful, 
Mrs. Cole ? 

Mrs. Cole., Not a drop 1 shall see you this 

evening ? 
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Sir Geo. Depend upon me. 

Mrs. Cole, To-morrow I hope to suit you* 


We are to have, at the tabernacle, an occasional 
hymn, with a thanksgiving sermon for my reco- 
very. After which, 1 shall call at the register- 
office, and see what goods my advertisement has 
brought in. 

Sir Geo. Extremely obliged to you, Mrs. Cole. 

Mrs. Cole. Or, if that should not do, I have a 
tid bit at home will suit your stomach; never 

brushed by^a beard. Well, heaven bless you 

Softly, have a care, Mr. Loader— —Richard, you 
may as well give me the bottle into the chair, for 
fear I should be taken ill on the road. Gently, 
-so, so! [£!r. Mrs. CoLB anif Loader. 

Sir Geo. Dick, show Mr. Transfer in Ha, 

ha, what a hodge-podge ! How the jade has 
jumbled together the carnal and the spiritual; 
with what ease she reconciles her new birth to her 

old calling! No wonder, these preachers have ^ 

plenty of proselytes, whilst they have the address 
so comfortably to blend the hitherto jarring inte- 
rests of the two worlds. 

Enter Loader. 

Load. Well, knight, I have housed her; but 
they want you within, sir. 

Sir Geo, I'll go to them immediately. [Exeunt. 


ACT THE SECOND. 

Enter Dick, introducing Transfer. 

Dick. My master will come to you presently, 

[EkiL 
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Enter Sir George. 

Sir Geo. Mr. Transfer, your eervant. 

Trans, Your honour's very humble. I thought 
to have found Mr. Loader here. 

Sir Geo. He will return immediately. Well, 

Mr. Transfer but take a chair ryou have 

had a long walk. Mr. Loader, I presume, opened 
to you the urgency of my business. 

Trans. Ay, ay, the general cry, *^ money^ 
money /" I don't know, for my part, where all the 
money is flown to. Formerly a note, with a tole- 
rable endorsement, was as current as cash. If 
your uncle Richard now would join in this secu« 
rity 

Sir Geo. Impossible. 

Trans. Ay, like enough; I wish you were .of 
age. 

Sir Geo. So do I. But as that will be consi- 


dered in the premium 

Trans. True, true, 1 see you understand 

business And what sum does your honour 

lack at present ? 

Sir Geo. Lack ! How much have you 

brought ? 

Trans. Who, I ? Dear me ! none. 

Sir Geo. Zounds, none ! 

Trans. Lack-a-day, none to be had, I think. 
All the morning have I been upon the hunt. 
There, Ephraim Barebones, the tallow-chandler, 
in Thames -street, used to be a never-failing chap ; 
not a guinea to be got there. Then I tottled away 
to Nebuchadnezzar Zebulon, in the Old Jewry, 
but it happened to be Saturday ; and they never 
touch on the Sabbath, you know. 

Sir Geo. Why what the devil can 1 do ? 
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Trans* Good me, I did not know your honour 
had been so pressed. 

Sir Geo. My honour prest I Yes, my honour is 
not only prest y but ruined, unless I can raise mo- 
ney to redeem it. That blockhead Loader ! to de- 
pend upon this old doating ■ 

TVans, Well, well, now I declare, I am quite 
sorry to see your honour in such a taking. 

Sir Geo, Damn your sorrow. 

Trans, But come, don't be cast down : though 
money is not to be had, money's worth may,- antl 
that's the same thing. 

Sir Geo. How, dear Transfer ? 

Trans. Why I have, at my warehouse, in the 
city, ten casks of whale-blubbei^ a large cargo of 
Dantzic dowlas, with a curious sortment of Bir- 
mingham hafts and Whitney blankets, for expor- 
tation. 

Sir Geo. Hey ! 

Trans. And, stay, stay, then, again, at my 
country - house, the bottom of Gray's-inn-lane, 
there's a hundred tun of fine old hay, only dama- 
ged a little last winter, for want of thatching; 
with forty load of flint-stones. 

Sir Geo, WelL 

Trans. Your honour may have all these for a 
reasonable profit, and convert them into cash. 

Sir Geo. Blubber and blankets ? Why, you old 
rascal, do you banter me ? 

Trans. Who I ? O law f marry, heaven forbid. 

Sir Geo. Get out of my you stutteriug 

scoundrel. 

Trans. If your honour would but hear me 

Sir Geo. Troop, I say, unless you have a mind 
to go a shorter way than you came. [Exit Trans- 
fer.] And yet there i» something so uncommonly 
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ddiculous in his proposal, that were my mind 

more at ease. [Enter Loader.] So, sir, you 

have recommended me to a fine fellow. ■ 

. Load. What's the matter ? 

. Sir Geo. He can't supply me with a shilling I 

and wants, besides, to make me a dealer in dowlas. 

Load. Aye, and a very good commodity too. 
People that are upon the wai/s and means must 
not be nice, knight. A pretty piece of work you 
have made here ! Thrown up the cards, with the 
game in your hands. 

Sir Geo. Why, pr'ythee, of what use would 
his 

Load. Use ! of every use. Procure you the 
spankers, my boy. I have a broker that, in a 
twinkling, shall take off your bargain. 

Sir Geo. Indeed ? 

Load. Indeed! Aye, indeed. You sit down to 
hazard and not know the chances! I'll call iiim 

back. Holo, Transfer! -A pretty little, busy, 

bustling—x — You may travel miles before you will 
meet with his match. If there is one pound in 
the city, he will get it. He creeps, like a ferret, 
into their ba^s^ and makes the yellow boys bolt 
again. 

Enter Transfer. 

Come hither, little Transfer ; what, man, our 
Minor was a little too hasty ; he did not under- 
stand trap : knows nothing of the game, my dear. 

Trans. What I said, was to serve Sir George ; 
as he seemed — : 

Load. I told him so ; well, well, we will take 
thy commodities, were they as many more. But 
try, pr'ythee, if thou couldst not procure us some 
of the re^^y, for present spending. 
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Trans. Let me consider. 

Load, Aye, do come : shuffle thy brains ; never 
fear the baronet. To let a lord of lands want 
shiners ! 'tis a shame. 

Trans, I do recollect, in this quarter of the 
town, an old friend, that used to do things in this 
way. 

Load. Who? 

Trans. Statute, the scrivener. 

Load, Slam me, but he has nicked the chance. 

Trans. A hard man, master Loader. 

Sir Geo. No matter. 

Trans. His demands are exorbitant. 

Sir Geo. That is no fault of ours. 

Load. Well said, knight ! 

Trans. But to save timif, I had better mention 
his terms. 

Load. Unnecessary. 

Trans. Five per cent, legal interest. 

Sir Geo. He shall have it. 

Trans. Ten, the premium. 

Sir Geo. No more words. 

• Trans. Then, as you are not of age, five more 
for insuring your life. / 

Load. We will give it. 

Trans. As for what he will demand for the 

risk 

Sir Geo. He shall be satisfied. 

Trans. You pay the attorney. 

Sir Geo. Amply, amply ; Loader, despatch l|im, 

• Load. There, there, little Transfer ; now every 
thing is settled. Ail terms shall be complied with, 
reasonable or unreasonable. 'What, our principal 
is a man of honour. [Exit Transfer.] Hey, 
my knight, this is doing business. This pinch is a 
sure card. 
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Re-enter Transfer. 

Trans. I had forgot one thiug. I am not the 
principal ; you pay Uie brokerage. 

Load, Ay, ay, and a handsome present into 
the bargain, never fear. 

Trans. Enough^ enough. 
- Load. Hark-ye, Transfer, we'll take the Bir- 
mingham hafts and Whitney wares. 

TranM. They shall be forthcoming. You 

would not have the hay with the flints ? 

Load. Every pebble of 'em. The magistrates 
of the Baronet's borough are infirm and gouty. 
He shall deal for them as new pavement. [Exit 
Transfer.] So, that's settled. I believe, knight, 
I can lend you a helping hand as to the last article. 
I know some traders that will truck : fellows with 
finery. Not commodities of such clumsy convey- 
ance as old Transfer's. 

Sir Geo. You are obliging. 

Load. I'll do it, boy; and get you, into the 
bargain, a bonny auctioneer, that shall dispose of 
'em all in a crack. [Exit. 

Enter Dick. 

JDick. Your uncle, i^ir, has been waiting some 
time. 

Sir Geo. He comes in a lucky hour. Show him 
in. [Exit Dick.] Now for a lecture. My si- 
tuation shall not sink my spirits, however. Here 
comes the musty trader, running over with remon- 
strances* I must banter the cit. 

Enter Richard Wealthy. 

JR. Weal. So, sir, what, I suppose, this is a 
spice of yoqr foreign breeding, to let your uncle 
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kick hiH heels in your hall, whilst your presence 
chamber is crowded with pimps, bawds, and 
gamesters. 

Sir Geo, Oh, a proof of my respect, dear nun- 
de. Would it have been decent, now, nuncle, to 
have introduced you into such company ? 

R. Weal. Wonderfully considerate! Well, young 
man, and what do you think will be the end of all 
this ? Here I have received by the last mail, a 
quire of your draughts from abroad. I see you 
are determined our neighbours should taste of your 
magnificence. 

Sir Geo, Yes, I think I did some credit to my 
country. 

R, WeaL And how are all these to be paid ? 

Sir Geo, That I submit to you, dear n uncle. 

R, Weal, From me J Not a sous to keep you 

from the counter. 

Sir Geo, WLy then let the scoundrels stay. It 
is tkeii . duty. I have other demands, debts of 
honour, which must be discharged. 

R. Weal. Here's a diabolical distinction I Here's 
a prostitution of words ! — Honour I 'Sdeath, that 
a rascal, who has picked your pocket, shall have 
his crime gilded with the most sacred distinction, 
and his plunder punctually paid, whilst the indus- 
trious mechanic, who ministers to your very wants, 
shall have his debt delayed, and his demand treated 
as insolent. 

Sir Geo. Oh! a truce to this thread-bare trum- 
pery, dear nuncle. 

R, WeaL I confess my folly ; but make yourself 
easy ; you wo'n't be troubled with many more of 
my visits. I own I was weak enough to design a 
short expostulation with you ; but as we in the 
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city know ihe true value of time, I shall take*' care 
not to squander away any more of it upon you. 

Sir Geo. A prudent resolution. 

R, Weal. One cofDmission, however, I cannot 

dispense with myself from executing. It was 

agreed between your father and me, that as he had 
but one son and I one daughter 

Sir Geo. Your gettings should be added to his 
estate, and my cousin Margery and I squat down 
together in the comfortable state of matrimony. 

R. WeaL Pappy I Such was our intention. 
Now his last will claims this contract. 

Sir Geo, Despatch, dear nuncle. ' 

R. Weal. Why, tfien, in a word^ see me here 
demand the execution. 

Sir Geo. What d'ye mean ? For me to marry 
Margery ? 

R. Weal. I do. 

Sir Geo. What, moi — me ? 

R. Weal. You, you -Your answer, ay 

or no-? 

Sir Geo. Why, then, concisely, and briefly, with- 
out evasion, equivocation, or further circumlocu- 
tion,-— No. / 

R. Weal. I am glad of it. 

Sir Geo. So am I, 

R. Weal. But pray, if it would not be too great 
a favour, what objections can you have to my 
daughter ? Not that I vrant to remove them, but 
merely out of curiosity. What objections 7 

Sir Geo. None. / I neither know her, have seen 
her, inquired after her, or ever intend it. 

R. Weal. What, perhaps I am the stumbling 
block ? 

Sir Geo, You have hit it. 
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it Weal. Aye, now we come to the point Well, 
and pray » 

Sir Geo. Why, it is not so much a dislike to your 
person, though that is exceptionable enough, but 
your profession, dear nuncle, is ^n insuperable ob- 
stacle. 

R» Weal. Good lack ! And what harm has that 
done, pray? 

Sir Geo. Done! So stained, poHuted, and tainted 
the whole mass of your blood, thrown such a blot 
on your 'scutcheon, as ten regular successions can 
hardly efface. 

R. Weal. The deuce ! 

Sir Geo. And could you now, consistently with 
your duty as a faithful guardian, recommend my 
union with the daughter of a trader 1 

R. Weal. Why, indeed, I ask pardon ; I am 
afraid I did not weigh the matter so maturely as I 
ought. 

Sir Geo. Oh, a horrid barbarous scheme I 

R. Weal. But then, I thought her having the 
honour to partake of the same flesh and blood with 
yourself, might prove, in some measure, a kind of 
fullers* earth, to scour out the dirty spots con- 
tracted by commerce. 

Sir Geo. Impossible I 

R. Weal. Besides, here it has been the practice 
even of peers. 

Sir Geo. Don't jnention the unnatural inter- 
course ! Thank heaven, Mr. Richard Wealtiiy, 
my education has been in another country, where 
I hi^ve been too well instructed in the value of no- 
bility, to think of intermixing it with the offspring 
of a Bourgeois. Why, what apology could I 
^lake to my children^ for giving theili such a mo- 
ther? 


48 THE MINOR. 

R. Weal. I did not think of that. Then I must 
despair, I am afraid. 

Sir Geo, I can afford but little hopes. Though, 
upon recollection Is the grisette pretty ? 

R. Weal, A parent may be partial. She in 
thought so. 

Sir Geo, Ah, la jotie petite Bourgeoise I Poor 
girl, I sincerely pity her. And, I suppose, to 
procure her emersion frpm the mercantile mud, no 
consideration would be spared. 

R, Weal, Why, to be sure, for such an honour, 
one would strain a point 

Sir Geo, Why then, not totally to destroy your 
hopes, I do recollect an edict in favour of Brittany ; 
that when a man of distinction engages in com- 
merce, his nobility is suffered to sleep. 

R. Weal. Indeed ! 

Sir Geo, And upon his quitting the contagious 
connexion, he is permitted to resume his rank. 

R, Weal, That's fortunate. 

Sir Geo. So, nuncle Richard, if you will sell 
out of the stocks, shut up your counting-house^ 
and quit St. Mary-Axe for Grosvenor-square — — 

R. Weal. What then ? 

Sir Geo, Why, when your rank has had time to 
rouse itself, (for I think your nobility, nqncle, has 
had a pretty long nap,) if the girl's person is plea- 
sing, and the purchase-money is adequate to the 
honour, I may in time be prevailed upon to restore 
her to the right of' her family. 

R, Weal. Amazing condescension ! 

Sir Geo, Good-nature is my foible. But, upon 
my soiil, I would not have gone so far for any 
body else. 

R. Weal, 1 can contain no longer. Hear me, 
spendthrift, prodigal, do you know, that in ten days 
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your whole revenue wo'n't purchi^se you a feather 
to adorn your empty head 

Sir Geo, Hey-dey, what's the matter now ? 

jR, WeaL And that you derive every acre of 
your boasted patrimony from your great uncle^ a 
soap-boiler ! 

Sir Geo, Infamous aspersion ! 

jR. Weal, It was his bags, the fruits of his ho- 
nest industry, that preserved your lazy, beggarly 
nobility. His wealth repaired your tottering hall^ 
from the ruins of which, even tiie rats had run. 

Sir Geo, Better our name had perished ! Insup- 
portable ! soap-boiling, uncle ! 

R, Weal, Traduce a trader in a country of com- 
merce ! It is treason against the community ; and, 
for your punishment, I would have you restored to 
the sordid condition from whence we drew you, 
and, like your predecessors, the Picts, stript, 
painted, and fed upon hipjs, haws, and blackberries. 

Sir Geo, A truce, dear haberdasher. 

R, WeaL One pleasure I have, that to this goal 
you are upon the gallop; but have a care, the 
sword hangs but by a thread. When next we 
meet, know me for tne master of your fate. [Exit, 

Sir Geo, Insolent mechanic ! But that his Bour- 
geois blood would have soiled my sword 

Enter Baron and Loader. 

Sir Will, What is dc matter ? 

Sir Geo, A fellow here, upon the credit of a 
little affinity, has dared to upbraid me with being 
sprung from a soap-boiler. . 

Sir Will, Vat, you from the boiler of soap I 

Sir Geo, Me. 

Sir Will, Aha, begar, dat is anoder ting — And 
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harka you, mister moasteur, ha — hom dare a you 
have d'affrontary — 

Sir Geo. How ! 

Sir Will. De impertinence to sit down, play 
wid me ? 

Sir Geo. What is this ? 

Sir Will. A beggarly Bourgeois vis-d-vis, a ba- 
ron of twenty descents. 

Load. But baron — . 

Sir Will. By gar, I am almost ashamed to win 

of such a low, dirty Give me my monies, and 

let me never see your face. 

Load. Why, but, baron, you mistake this thing* 
I know the old buck this fellow prates about 

Sir Will. May be. 

Load. Pigeon me, as true a gentleman as the 
Grand Siguier. He was, indeed, a good-natured, 
obliging, friendly fellow ; and being a great judge 
of soap, tar, and train-oil, he used to have it home 
to his house, and sell it to his acquaintance for 
ready money, to serve them. 

Sir Will. Was dat all ? 

Load. Upon my honour. 

Sir Will. Oh, dat, dat is anoder tmg. By gar 
I was afraid he was negotiant. 

Load. Nothing like it. 

Enter DiCK. 

Dick. A gentleman to inquire for Mr. Loader. 

Load. I come A pretty sou of a biteh, 

this baron ! pimps for a man, picks his pocket, 
and then wants to kick him out of company, be- 
cause his uncle was an oilman. [Exit. 

Sir Wiil. I beg pardon, chevalier, I was mis- 
take. 
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Sir Geo. Oh, don't mention it ; had the Jlam 
been fact, your behaviour was natural enough. 

Enter Loader. 

hood, Mr, Smirk, the auctioneer. 
Sir Geo. Show him in, by all means. 

[Evit Loader. 
Sir Will. You have an affair. 
Sir Geo. If you'll walk into the next room, they 
irill be finished in five minutes. [Exit Sir William. 

Enter Loader, with Shift as Smirk. 

JLoad. Here, ms^ster Sknirk, this is the gentle- 
man. Hark-ye, knight, did not I tell you, old 
Moll was your mark ? Here, she has brought a 
^et^ piece of m^'» meat^alrcady ; as 8we«t as a 
nosegay, and as npe as a cherry, you rogue, Des* 
patch him, meantime we'll maqtage the girl. [Exit. 

Smirk. You are the principal. 

Sir Geo. Even so, I have, Mr. Smirk, some 
things of, considerable value, which I want to 
dispose of immediately. 

Smirk. You have ? 

Sir Geo. Coul4 you assist me ? 

Smirk. Doubtless^ « 

Sir Geo. But, directly ? 

Smirk, We have an auction at twelve. I'll add 
ypnr cargp to the catalogue. 

Sir Geo. Can that be done ? 

Smirk. Every day's practice : it is for the credit 
of the sale. Last week, amongst the valuable ef- 
fects of a gentleman, going abroad, I sold a 
choice collection of china, with a curious service 
of plate ; though the real party was never master 
of above two delft dishes, and a dozen of pew- 
ter, in all his life. 
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iSffV Geo, Very artificial. But this must be con- 
cealed. 

Smirk. Buried here. Oh, many an aigrette and 
solitaire have £ sold, to discharge a lady's play- 
debt. But then we must know the parties ; other- 
wise it might be knocked down to the husband 
himself. Ha, ha Heigh-ho! 

Sir Geo, True. Uponmy word, your professioa 
requires parts. 

Smirk, Nobody *s more. Did you ever hear. 
Sir George, what first brought me into the business ? 

Sir Geo. Never. 

Smirk, Quite an accident, as I may say. You 
must have known my predecessor, Mr. Prig, the 
greatest man in the world, in his way, aye, that 
ever was or ever will be ; quite a jewel of a man ; 
he would touch you up a lot ; there was no re- 
sisting him. He would force you to bid, whetiier 
you would or no. I shall never see his equal. 

Sir Geo, You are modest, Mr. Smirk. 

Smirk. No, no, but his shadow. Far be it 
from me, to vie with so great a man. But, as I 
was saying, my predecessor, Mr. Prig, was to 
have a sale, as it might be, on a Saturday. On 
Friday at noon, (I shall never forget the day,) he 
was suddenly seized with a violent cholic. He 
sent for me to his bed-side, squeezed me by the 
hand ; dear Smirk, said he, what an accident ! 
You know what is [coming on] to-morrow ; the 
greatestshow this season; prints, pictures, bronzes, 
butterflies, medals, and mignonettes ; all the world 
will be there ; lady Dy Joss, Mrs. Nankyn, the 
duchess of Dupe, and every body at all : You see my 
state, it will be impossible for me to mount. What 

can I do ? It was not for me, you know, to 

advise that great man. 
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Sir Gio, No, no. 

Smirk* At last, looking wistfully at rae^ Smirk, 

says he, 4oyQu love ,me? Mr. Prig, can you 

doubt it ?-^^ I'll put it to the test, says he ; 

suf^ly my pli^ce to-morrow. 1, eager to show 

my love, rashly ancl rapidly replied, *' I will." 

Sir QeOf That was bold. 

Smirkf Absolute madness. But I had gone 
too fiaur to recede. Then the point was, to prepare 
for the lawful occasion. The first want that oo- 
curred to me^ was a wig ; but this was too mate^ 
rial an article tQ depend on my own Judgement. 
I resolved to consult my friends.— —1 told them 
the j^ffiMT— -**' You hear, gentlemen, what has 
happened,; Mr. Prig, one of the gieatest men in 
his way the world ever saw, or ever will, quite a 
jewel of a man, taken with a violent fit of the cbo- 
lie ; to-morrow, the greatest show this season ; 
prints, pictures, bronzes, butterflies, medali^ and 
mignonpttes ;. every body in the world to b^ there ; 
Lady Djt Jqss, MrjS. Nank^^n^ duchess of Dupe, 
and all. mankind.; it being impossible he should 

mounty I have consented to sell " They 

stared ■ — ^'^ It is true, gentlemen* Now 1 
should be glad to have your opinions as to a 

wigJ' ^They were divided : some recommended 

a tye, others a bag : one mentioned a bob, but 
was soon over -ruled. Now, for my part, I own, 
I rather inplined to the bag ; but to avoid the im- 
putation of rashness, I resolved to take Mrs. 
Smirk's judgement, my wife, a dear good woman, 
fine in figure, high in taste, a superior genius, and 
knows old china like a Nabob. 

Sir Geo. What was her decision ? 

Smirk. I told her the case My dear, you 

know what has happened. My good friend, Mr, 
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Prig, the greatest man in the world, in his way, 
that ever was, or ever will be, quite a jewel of 
a man, a violent fit of the cholic— the greatest 
show this season, to-morrow, pictures, and every 
thing in the world ; all the world will be there : 
now, as it is impossible he should, I mount in his 
stead. You know the importance of a wig ; I 

have asked my friends some recommended a 

tye, others a bag ——what is your opinion? 

** Why, to deal fteely, Mr. Sinirk, says she, a 
tye for your round, regular, smiling face would be 
rather too formal, and a bag too boyish, deficient 
in dignity for the solemn occasion ; were I worthy 
to advise, you should wear a something between 

both." ^* I'll be hanged if you don't mean a 

majpr." I jumped at the hint, and a major it was. 

Sir Geo, So, that was fixed. 

Smirk. Finally. But next day, when I came to 
mount the rostrum, then was the trial. My limbs 
shook, and my tongue trembled. The first lot was 
a chamber^utensil, in Chelsea china, of the pea- 
green pattern. It occasioned a great laugh; but I 
got through it. Her grace, indeed, gave me 
great encouragement. I overheard her ' whisper 
to Lady Dy, upon my word, Mr. Smirk does it 
very well. Very well, indeed, Mr. Smirk, ad- 
dressing herself to me. I made an acknowledging 
bow to her grace, as in duty bound. But, one 
flower flounced involuntarily from me that day, as 
1 may say. I remember. Dr. Trifle called it en- 
thusiastic, and pronounced it a presage of my fu- 
ture greatness. 

Sir Geo. What was that 1 

Smirk, Why, sir, the lot was a Guido; a single 
figure, a marvellous fine performance ; well pre- 
served, and highly finished. It stuck at five-and- 
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forty; I, charmed with the picture, and piqued 
at the people, ** a going for five-and-forty, nobody 
more than five-and-forty, — Pray, ladies and gentle- 
men, look at this piece, quite flesh and blood, and 
only wants a touch firom the torch of Prometheus, to 
start from the canvas and fall a bidding.'' A general 
plaudit ensued, I bowed, and in three minutes 
knocked it down at nxty-three, ten. 

Sir Geo. That was a stroke at least equal to 
your master. 

Smirk. O dear me ! You did not know the great 
man — alike in every thing. He had as much to 
say upon a ribbon as a Raphael. His manner was 
inimitably fine. I remember, they took him off at 
the play-house, some time ago; pleasant, but 
wrong. Public characters should not be sported 
with — ^They are sacred — But we lose time. 

Sir Geo. Oh, in the lobby, on the table, you 
will find the particulars. 

Smirk. We shall see you. There will be a 
world of company. I shall please you. But the 
great nicety of our art is, the eye. Mark how 
mine skims round the room. Some bidders are 
shy, and only advance with a nod; but I nail 
them. One, two, three, four, five. You will 
be surprised— Ha, ha, ha, — heigh-ho I [Exeunt. 


ACT THE THIRD. 

Enter Sir Oeorob and Loader. 

Sir Geo. A most infernal run. Lef s see, [Pulls 
out a card*] Loader a thousand, the baron two, 
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Talljf =^ Enough to beggar a banker. Every 

shilBng of Transfer's supply exhausted ! nor wiU 
even the sale of my moveables prove sufficient to 
discharge my debts. Death and the devil ! la 
what a complication of calamities has a few days 
plunged me ! And no resource ? 

Load. Knight, here's old Moll, come to wait on 
you ; she has brought the tid-bit I spoke of. Shall 
I bid her send her in ? 

Sir Geo. Pray do. [Exit Loabjbr* 

Enter Mrs. Colb and LvcY. 

Mrs. Cole. Come along, Lvcy. Tou bashful 
baggage, I thought I. had silenced your scruples. 
Dont you remember what Mr. Squintum said ? A 
woman's not worth savings that won't be guilty of a 
swinging sin ; for then they have matter to repent 
upon. Here, ^our honour, I leave her to your manage- 
ment. She IS young, tender, and timid ; does not 
know what is for her own good : but your honour 
will soon teach her. I would willingly stay, but I 
must not lose the lecture. [EnL 

Sir Geo. Upon my credit, a fine figure ! Awk- 
ward — r-Can t produce her publicly as mine; bnt 
she will do for private amusement—— Will youbQ 

seated, miss ? Dumb ! quite a picture I She 

too wants a touch of the Promethean torch • 

Will you be so kind, ma'am, to walk from your 

frame and take a chair? Come, pr'ythee, why 

so coy 1 Nay, I am not very adroit in the custom 
of this country^ I suppose I must conduct you 
— *Come, miss. 

Luci/. O, sir. 

Sir Geo. Child ! 

Luci/. If you have any humanity, spare me. 

Sir Geo. In tears! What can this mean ? Artt- 
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fice. A project to raise the price, I suppose. 
Look-ye, my dear, you may save this piece of pa- 
thetic for another occasion. It won't do with me ; 
I am no novice So^ child^ a truce to your tra- 
gedy, I beg. 

Lucy. Indeed you wrong me, sir ; indeed you 
do. 

5ffr Geo. Wrong you ! how came you here, and 
for what purpose ? 

Lucy. A shameful one. I know it all, and yet 
believe me, sir, I am innocent. 

Sir Geo. Oh, I don't question that. Your pious 
patroness is af proof of your innocence. 

LMicy. What can I say to gain your credit ? And 
yet,, sir, strong as appearances are against me, by 
all that's holy, you see me here, a poor distressed, 
involuntary victim. . 

Sir Geo. Her style 's above the common class ; 
her tears real. — Rise, child. — How the poor crea- 
ture trembles ! - 

Latey. Say, then, I am safe. 

Sir 'Geo. Fear nothing. 

JLucy. May heaven reward you ; I cannot. 
. Sir Geo. Pr'ythee, child, collect yourself, and 
help me to unravel this mystery. You came hither 
willingly ? There was no force ? 

JLucy. None. 

Sir Geo. You know Mrs. Cole. 

Lucy. Too well. 

Sir Geo. How came you then to trust her ? 

Laicy. Mine,, sir, is a tedious, melancholy 
tale. 

Sir Geo. And artless too ? 
* Jjucy. As innocence. 

Sir Geo. Give it me. 

Lucy. It will tire you. 
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iStr Geo, Not, if it be true. Be jo»t, and jou 
will find me generous. 

Luc^. On that, sir, I relied in venturing hither. 

Sir Geo, You did me justice. Trust me with 
all your story. If you deserve, depend upon my 
protection. 

Luc^. Some months ago, sir, I was considered 
as the joint heiress of a rejspectable, wealthy mer- 
chant ; dear to my friends, happy in my prospects^ 
and my father's favourite. 

Sir Geo. His name. 

Xfticy. There you must pardon me. Unkind 
and cruel, though he has been to me, let me dis* 
charge the duty of a daughter, suffer in silence, 
nor bring reproach on him who gave me being. 

Sir Geo. I applaud your piety. 

Lucy. At this happy period, my father, judging 
an addition of wealUi must bring an increase of 
happiness, resolved to unite me with a man, sor- 
did in his mind, brutal in his manners, and riches 
his only recommendation. My refusal of this ill- 
suited match, though mildly given. Inflamed my 
father's temper, naturally choleric, alienated his 
affections, and banished me his house, distressed 
and destitute. 

Sir Geo. Would no friend receive you ? 

Lucy. Alas, how few are friends to the unfor- 
tunate ! Besides, I knew, sir, such a step would 
be considered by my father as an appeal from his 
justice. I therefore retired to a remote, corner of 
the town, trusting, as my only advocate, to the 
tender calls of nature, in his cool, reflecting 
hours. 

Sir Geo. How came you to know this wonHin ? 

Lucy. Accident placed me in a house, the mis- 
tress of which professed the same priniaples with 
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tfkj infaiBoiis conductress. There^ as enthusiasm 
is the child of melanGfaoly, I caught the infec* 
tion. A constant attendance on their assemblies 
procured me the acquaintance of this woman, 
whose jextraordinary ztial and devotion first drew 
my attention and confidence. I trusted her with 
my litory, and^ in return, received the warmest in- 
yitation to take the protection of her house. This 
I unfortunately accepted. 

iSir Geo. Unfortunately indeed ! 

Luey. By the decency of appearances, I was 
some time imposed upon. But an accident, which 
you will excuse my repeating, revealed all the hor- 
ror of my sitdation. 1 will not trouble you with a 
recital o^ull the arts used to seduce me : happily 
they hitherto have failed. But this morning 1 was 
acquainted with my destiny ; and no other election 
left me, but immediate compliance, or a jail. In 
this desperate condition, you cannot wonder, sir, 
at my choosing rather to rely on the generosity of 
a gentleman, than the humanity of a creature in- 
sensible to pity, and void of every virtue. 

Sir Geo. The event shall justify your choice. 
You have my faith and honour for your security. For, 
dlthongh I cannot boast of my own goodness, yet 
I have an honest feeling for afflicted virtue ; and» 
however unfaishionable, a spirit that dares afford 
it protection. Give me your hand. As soon as I 
have despatched some pressing business here, I 
will lodge yon in an asylum, sacred to the dis- 
tresses of your sex; where indignant beauty is 
guarded from temptation, atid deluded ionocence 
rescued from infamy. [Exeunt. 

Enter Shift. ' , 

Shift. Zooks, I have toiled like a hofse ; quite 
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tired by Jupiter. And what shall I get for> my 
pains ? The old fellow here talks of making me 
easy for life. Easy I And what does he mean by 
easy 1 He'll make me an exciseman, I suppose, 
and so, with an ink-horn at my button-hole, and a 
taper switch in my hand, I shall run about gauging 
of beer-barrels. No, that will never do. This 
lad here is no fool. Foppish, indeed. He does 
not want parts ; no, nor principles neither. I 
overheard his scene with the girl. I think I may 
trust him. I have a great mind to venture it. It 
is a shame to have him duped by this old don. It 
must not be, I'll in and unfold — Ha I — Egad, I 
have a thought too, which, if my heir apparent 
can execute, I shall still lie concealed, and 
perhaps be rewarded on both sides. ^ 

I have it, — 'tis engendered, piping hot. 

And now, Sir Knight, I'll match you with a plot. 

Enter Sir William and Richard Wealthy. 

R. Weal. Well, I suppose, by this timie, you 
are satisfied what a scoundrel you have brought 
into the world, ^nd are ready to finish your foolery. 

iStr Will, Go to the catastrophe, good brother. 

R, Weal. Let us have it over, then. 

Sir Will. I have already alarmed all his trades- 
men. I suppose we shall soon have him here, 

with a legion of bailiffs and constables. -Oh, 

you have my will about you ? 

R, Weal. Yes, yes. 

Sir Will. It is almost time to produce it, or 
read him the clause that relates to his rejecting 
your daughter. That will do his business. But 
they come. I must return to my character. 
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Enter Shift. 

Shift. Sir, sir, we are all in the wrong box ; 
our scheme is blown up ; your son has detected Loa- 
der and Tally, and is playing the very devil within. 

Sir WilL Oh, the bunglers I 

Shift. Now for it, youngster. 

Enter Sir George, driving in Loader and 

another. 

Sir Geo. Rascals, robbers, that, like locusts, 
mark the road you have taken, by the ruin and 
desolation you have left behind you. 

Load. Sir George ! 

Sir Geo. And can youth, however cautious, be 
guarded against such deep-laid, complicated vil- 
lany ? Where are the rest of your diabolical crew? 
your auctioneer, usurer, and O sir, are you 

here ? ■ ■ "I am glad you have not escaped us, 
however. 

Sir Will, What de devil is de matter? 

Sir Geo. Your birth, which I believe an impo- 
sition, preserves you, however, from the discipline 
these rogues have received. A baron, a noble- 
man, a sharper! O shame ! It is enough to banish 
all confidence from the world. On whose faith 
can we rely, when those whose honour is held as 
sacred as an oath, unmindful of their dignity, de- 
scend to rival pick-pockets in their infamous arts ? 
What are these [pulls out dice] pretty implements ? 
The fruits of your leisure hours ! They are dexter- 
ously done. You have a fine mechanical turn. — 
'Dick, secure the door. 

Mrs. Cole, speaking as entering. 
Mrs. Cole. Here I am, at last. Well, and how 

VOL. n. G 
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is your honour, and the little gentlewoman? 

Bles3 me! what is the matter here? 

Sir Geo. I am, madam^ treating your friends 
with a cold collation, and you are opportunely 
come for your share. The little gentlewoman is 
safe, and in much better hands than you designed 
her. Abominable hypocrite ! who, tottering under 
the load of irreverend age and infamous diseases, 
inflexibly proceed in the piactice of every vice, 
impiously prostituting the most sacred institutions 
to the most infernal purposes. 

Mrs. Cole. .1 hope your honour 

Sir Geo. Take her away. As you have been 
singular in your penitence, you ought to be distin- 
guished in your penance ; which, I promise you, 
shall be most publicly and plentifully bestowed. 

[Exit Mrs. Cole. 

Enter Dick. 

Dick. The constables, sir. 

Sir Geo. Let them come in, that I may consign 
these gentlemen to their care. [To Sir William.] 
Your letters of nobility you will produce in a 
court of justice. Though, if I read you right, 
you are one of those indigent, itinerant nobles of 
your own creation, which our reputation for hos- 
pitality draws hither in shoals, tx> the shame of our 
understanding, the impairing of our fortunes, and, 
when you are trusted, the betraying of our designs. 
Officers, do your duty. 

Sir Will. Why, don't you know me ? 

<Str Geo. Just as I guessed. An impostor! He 
has recovered the free use of his tongue already. 

Sir Will. Nay, but George. 

Sir Geo* Insolent familiarity ! away with 
him. 


THE MINOR. 63 

Sir WilL Hold, hold^ a moment. Brother 
Richard, set this matter to rights. 

R, WeaL Don't you know him.? 

Sir Geo, Know him! The very question is an 
affront. 

R. WeaL May, I don't wonder at it. /Tis your 
father, you fool. 

Sir Geo. My father ! Impossible ! 

Sir WilL That may be, but 'tis true. 

Sir Geo, My father alive ! Thus let me greet the 
blessing. 

Sir WilL Alive ! Ay, apd I beliei^ i shall 
not be in a hurry to die again. 

Sir Geo0 But, ^ear sir, the report of your death 
and this disguise to what 

Sir Wiin Don't ask any questions. Your un- 
cle will tell you all. For my part, I am sick of 
the scheme. 

R. WeaL I told you what would come of your 
politics. 

Sir WilL You did so. But if it had not been 
for those clumsy scoundrels, the plot was as good 

a plot O "George, such discoveries I have to 

make i Within I'll unravel the whole. 

Sir Geo. Perhaps^ sir, I may match 'em. 

Shift, Sir. [Pulls him by the sleeve. 

Sir Geo, Never fear. It is impossible, gentle- 
men, to determine your fate, till this matter is 
more fully explained ; till when, keep them in safe 
custody. ^Do you know them, sir ? 

Sir WilL Yes, but that's more than they did 
me. I can cancel your debts there, and, I believe, 

prevail on those gentlemen to refund too 

But you have been a sad profligate young dog, 
George. 

Sir Geo, I cannot boast of my goodness, sir ; 


64 TUB MINOR. 

bat I think I could produce you a proof, that I am 
not so totally destitute of 

Sir Will. Aye ; why then pr'ythee do. 

Sir Geo. I have, sir, this aay resisted a tempta- 
tion that greater pretenders to morality might haVe 
yielded to* But I will trust myself no longer^ and 
must crave your interposition and protection. 

Sir Will. To what r 

Sir Geo. I will attend you with the explanation 
in an instant. [Exit. 

Sir Win. Pr'ythee, Shift, What does it mean ? 

iSAt^i^. I believe I can guess. 

Sir Will. Let us have it. 

Shift. I suppose the affair I overheard just 
now: a prodigious fine elegant girl, faith, that, 
discarded by her family, for refusing to marry her 
grandfather, fell into the hands of the venerable 
lady you saw, who, being the kind caterer for your { 

son's amusements, brought her hither for a purpose I 

obvious enough. Butthe young gentleman, touched 
with her story, truth, and tears, was converted 
from the spoiler of her honour to the protector of 
her innocence. 

Sir Will. Look-ye there, brother, did not I tell 
you that George was not so bad at the bottom ! 

R. Weal. l%]s does indeed atone for half the 
But they are here. 

Enter Sir Gborob and Lucy. 

Sir Geo. Fear nothing, madam, you may safely 
rely on the 

Lucy. My father ! 

JR. Weal. Lucy ! 

Laicy. O, sir, can you forgive your poor distressed 
unhappy girl I You scarce can guess how hardly 
I have been used, since my banishment from your 
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paternal roof. Want, piiuDg want, anguidh, and 
shame^ have been my constant partners. 

Sir Will. Brother 1 

Sir Geo. Sir I 

Lw^. Father ! 

R. Weal, Rise, child, 'tis I must ask thee for- 
^veness. Can'st thou forget the woes I have made 
thee suffer? Come to my arms once more, thou 
darling of my age. — ^What mischief had my rash- 
ness nearly completed. Nephew, I scarce can 
thank you as I ought, but -< — 

Sir Geo. 1 am richly paid, in being the happy 
instrument Yet, might I urge a wish ■■ — ■ 

R. Weal. Name it. 

Sir Geo. That you would forgive my follies of 
to-day; and, as £ have been providentially the oc- 
casional guardian of your daughter's honour, that 
^ou would bestow on me that right for life. 

jR. Weal. That must depend on Lucy ; her will, 
not mine, shall now diicect het choic€|*-««— -What 
Bays your father ? 

Sir Will. Me ! Oh, Til show you in an instant. 
Give me your'^hands. There, children, now you 
are joined, and the devil take him that wishes to 
part you. 

Sir Geo. I thank you for us both. 

R. fVeali Happiness attend you. 

Sir Will. Now, brother, I hope you will allow 
me to be a good plotter. All this was brought to 
bear by n^y m^ans* 

Shift. WithmytMS^sistaqce, I hope you will own, 
sir. 

Sif Will, That's true, honest Shift, and thou 
shalt be richly rewarded ;. nay, George shall be 
your friend too. This Shift is an ingenious fellow, 
let me tell you, son. 

G 2 
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Sir Geo. I am no stranger to his abilities, sir. 
But, if you please, we will retire. Th^ various 
struggles of tnis fair sufferer require the soothing 
softness of a sUter^s love. And now, sir, I hope 
your fears for me are over ; for had I not this Vno« 
tive to restrain my follies, yet I now know the 
town too well to be ever its bubble, and will take 
care to preserve, at least. 

Some more estate, and principles, and wit. 

Than brokers, bawds, and gamesters shall think fit. 


Shift, addremng himself to Sir George* 

And what becomes of your poor servant, Shift? 
Your father talks of lending me a 2i^— 
A great man's promise, when his tarn is serr'd f 
Capons on promises would soon be starved : 
No, on myself alone. 111 now rely : 
*Gad IVe a thriving traffic in my eye — ^ 
Near the mad mansions of Moorfields I'll bawl ; 
Friends, fathers, mothers, sisters, sons, and all. 
Shut up your shops, and listen to my call. 
With labour, toil, all second means dispense, 
And live a rent-charge upon Providence. 
Priek vp your ears ; a story now 111 tell. 
Which once a widow, and her child befell-— 
I knew the mother, and her daughter well. 
Poor, it is true, they were ; but never wanted. 
For whatsoe'er they ask'd, was always granted : 
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One fatal day, the matron's truth was tried. 

She wanted >'>®iL^ ^^^ drink, and fairly cried. 

[CAOd.] Mother, you cry! [AfotJ^] Oh, child, I've got no 

bread, 
IChiUL] What matters that? Why Proyidence ant dead ! 

With reason good, this truth the child might say. 
For there came in at noon, that very day^ 
Bread, greens, potatoes, and a leg of mutton, 
A better sure a table ne'er was put on : 
Aye, that may be, ye cry, with those poor souls ; 
But ne'er had we a rasher for the coals. 
And d'ye deserve itf How d'ye spend your day»f 
In pastimes, prodigality, and plays ! 
Lef s go see Foetef Ah, Fooi^s a precious Umb ! 
Old-nick will soon a football make of him f 

For foremost rows in side-boxes you shove, ' 
Think you to meet with side-boxes above? 
Where giggling girls and powdered fops may sit, — 
No, you Will all be cramm'd into the pit,* 
And crowd the house for 8aJtan*s benefit 
Oh, what, you snivel ! well,, do so no more ; 
Drop, to atone, your money at the door. 
And (if I please)— I'll give it to the poor. 

* Farta<«Mi.— No, you'll be cramm'd together m4kepiU 
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REMARKS. 


When this comedy appeared^ which was ia 
1762^ our author was engaged, with some others, 
in a periodical publication, entitled the '^ Comic 
Theatre,'' translations from the French ; and on the 
Menteur of Corneille, after which Sir Richard 
Steele drew his Lying Lovers, did Foote raise 
the superstructure of his Liar. The mention of 
de Vega (the Spanish dramatist), in the Prologue, 
seems an acknowledgement arising from excessive 
candour. Although indebted very little to plot for 
its success, the lively incidents are so well managed, 
that none can read it without pleasure; the perforn^ 
ance was also highly relished when thepartof Young 
Wilding was represented by %& late John Pal- 
mer, he looking the part so admirably, as to place 
the Author in the back-ground as to the acting 
of this part : Foote was, ia fact, too un wieldly for a 
young scholar, newly broke away from the tram- 
mels of college. 

As to the main jet of the piece — the menda- 
cious turn of mind of Youn^ Wilding— it must 
strike every one as extremely improbable that his 
father should remain ignorant so long of his son's 
talent at embellishment; but our satirist, who 
knew so well how to lasfi French manners in othet 
respects, was himself caught in this piece of 
imitation : our neighbours (the French) require 
large concessions of the understanding, when 
they would work on the passions of an auditory, as 
their mere writers of every gender commonly do 
with their readers. 

On its first appearance, the Liar was divide * 
into three Acts, as here printed, but has been 
down to two. 
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^iK James EluoTy • • • • ,,Mr, Dams. 

Old Wildimo, the Father, , Mr. CaUle, 

YouMO Wilding, Mr. Fooie, 

pAPiLLONy Jfr. Weatem. 
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Miss Oramtam, • » < Mn^Jefriee 

Miss GoDFREYy . . . • •«•••• Mre. Brown, 

Kitty, the Maid, ••• • ilfrf.Par«0fw. 
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LIAR. 


AC5T THE FIRST. 

SCENE--A Lodging. 
Young Wilbino and B&pillon discovered. 

F». Wild* And am I now* Papillon, perfectly 
equipped? 

Pap, Personne mieux^ Nobody bettet. 

Y. Wild. My figure ? 

Pap. Fait a peindre. 

F, mid. My air. 

Pap. Libre. 

Y, Wild. My address I 

Pap. Parisien. 

Y. Wild. My hat sits easily under my arm ; not 
Uke the draggle-tail of my tattered .academical 
habit. 

Pap. Ahy bien autre chase. 

Y. Wild. Why, tfaea adieu, Alm^ Mater y aud 
Mtfft venue la . ville de Landres ; fiaireweU to the 
schooky and welcome the theatres; presidents, 
proctors,^ and shorteommons, with Long graces, must 
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now give place to plays, bagnios, and iong tavern* 
bills, with no graces at all. 

Pap. Ah, bravo, bravo! 

F. Wild, Well, but my dear Papillon, you 
must give me the chart du pays : this town is a 
new world to me ; my -provident papa, you know, 
would never suffer me near the smoke of London ; 
and what can be his motive fpr permitting me now, 
I cannot readily conceive. 

Pap, Ni moi. 

Y. Wild. I shall, however, take, the liberty to 
conceal my arrival from him for a few days. 

Pap. Vous avez raison. 

F. Wild. Well, . my Mentor,, and how am I to 
manage ? direct my road : where must I begin ? 
But the debate is, I suppose^ of consequence ? 

Pap. Vraiment. 

Y. Wild. How lonighave you left Paris, Papillon 1 

Pap. Twelve, dirteen ye£^r. 
' F. Wild. I c^n't compliment you upon your pro- 
gress in English. 

Pap.' The aqcent is difficult. . 

F. Wild. But here you are at home. 

Pap. C'est vrai. 

F. Wild. No stranger to fashionable places. 

Pap. Au fait. 

Y. Wild. Acquainted • with the fashionable 
figures ^of both sexes.. ^^ 

Pap. tSans doute. 

Y. Wild. Well then, open your lecture :* and, 
d'ye hear, Papillon, as you have the honour to be 
promoted from the . mortifying condition of an 
humble valet to the important clmrge of a private 
tutor, let us discard all distance between us : see 
.me ready to slake my thirst at your fountain of 
knowledge, ray Magnus Apollo. ■ > -3 
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. Pap. H^e diea I discldse my Bclkon to mj 
poetical pupil. 

F. »^/rf. Hey, PapiHon ! 

Pap. Sir? 

Y.'Wild. What is this? Why you speak Bngr 
lish ! 

Pap. Witboat doubt 

F. Wild. But like a natm*. 

Pap. To be sure. 

Y. WUd^ And what am I to conclude from all 
this ? 

Pap. Logically thus> sir : whoever speaks pure 
iCuglish is an Englishman : I speak pure English: 
ergO', I am an Englishman. There's a categorical 
s^ogism for your— Miyor, Minor, and Conse- 
quence. What, do you think, sir, that whilst 
you was busy at Oxford, I was idle ? no, no, no. 

Y. Wild. Well, sir, but notwithstanding your 
pleasantry, I must have this matter explained. 

Pap^ So you shall, my good sir ; but do not be 
tn such a hurry: you cannot suppose I would g^ve 
you the key, unless I meant you should open the 
door. 

F. Wild. Why, then, pr'ythee unlock.^ 

Pap. Immediately. But by way of entering 
upon my post as preceptor, suffer me first to give- 
you a hint: you must not expect, sir, to find 
Bere, as at Oxford,' men appearing in their real 
chajracterst;. every body^ t£ere, sir, knows that 
Dr. Mussy is a fellow of Maudlin, and Tom^Trifte 
a student of Christchurch : but Uiis town is one 
great coibedy, in which not only the principles,, 
but frequently the persons are feigned. 

F, Wild. A useiul observation. 

Pap. Why now, sir, at the first coffee-house 
I shall enter you, vou will perhaps meet a man, 

U2 
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from whose decejoitsaM^ dress^ placid countenance, 
insiDuating behaviour, short sword/; with the 
waiter's civil addition of " |i dish of coffee for Dr. 
Jiilap," you would suppose him to be a physician. 
Y. Wild. Well ? 

Pap. Does not know diascardium from diacuhtm. 
An absolute French spy, concealed under the 
shelter of a huge medicinal periwig. 

F. fFtW. Indeed! ' 

Pap, A. martial figure, too, it is odds but you 
will encounter, from whose scars, title, dress, and 
address, you would suppose to have had a share 
in every action since the peace of the Pyrenees — 
-runner to a gaming-table, and bully to a bawdy- 
house. 'Battles, to be sure, he has been in — ^with 
the watch; and frequently a prisoner too — in the 
round-house. 

F. Wild. Amazing! - .\ 

Pap. In short, sir, you will meet with lawyers 
who practise smuggling; and merchants who trade 
upon Hounslow-heath ; reverend atheists, right 
honourable sharpers, and ■ Frenchmen ' from the 
county of York. 

F. Wild* In the last list I presume you roil.- 
Pap. Just my situation. * . ' . • 

Y.Wild^ And pray, sir, what may be^your 
motive fur this whimsical transformation? *- *> 

. Pap. A vctry harmless one, I promise -you : I 
•would only avail myself at. the expense of folly 
.^.nd. prejudice. 

Y.Wild. As how? : . r. 

Pflp.. Why, sir . . -. But, to/ be better 'un- 
derstood, I; believe it will. be necessary, to > give 
you a short sketch of the principal incidents of my 
jfife. , : \ .. . 

Y' Wild. Pr'ythee dQ, ... . ; ! 
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Po^. Why then, you are to know^ sir, that my 
former situation has been rather above my present 

• condition ; haying onc^e sustained the dignity of 
sub-preceptor' to one of those cheap riiral acade- 
mies with which our county of York is so plenti- 
fully stocked. 

Y. Wild. But to the point: why this disguise? 

• why renounce your country ? 

Pup, There, sir, you make a little mistake ; it 
was my country that renounced me: 

Y, Wild. Explain. - 

Pap. In an instant : upon quitting the school, 
and first coming to town, I get recommended to 
the compiler of the Monthly Review.* 

Y. Wild. What, an author too? . 

Pap. Oh, a voluminous one : the whole region 
of the belles lettres fell under my inspection ; physic, 
divinity, and the mathematics, my mistress ma- 
naged herself. There, sir, like another Ariitarch, 
I dealt out - fame and damnation at pleasure. In 
obedience to the caprice and commands of my 
master, I have^ condemned books I never read, 
and applauded the fidelity of a translation, with^ 
out understanding one syllable of the original. 

F. Wild. Ah ! wty I thought acuteness of dis- 
cernment and depth of knowledge were necessary 
to accomplish a critic. '^' - 

Pap J if IBS, sir; but not ^imonthty one. Our 
method was very concise : we copy the title page 

* Monthly Review*^ A periodical critic at that time eiy ey- 
ing great reputation, and scattering its behests with a high 
band. l\M projector and ostensible editor, Richard Griffiti^s 
[afterwards LL.D«], was a bookseller in the Strand, of in- 
dustrious habits as a compiler -under various signatures. 
Many articles were well written, but of the department sub- 
titled ''IVIonthly Catalogue," it was said that Griffiths and his 
yfKe were in the habitof hitting them off atthe breakfast table. 
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t<mL Besides, when I am out of place^ tbis dis- 
guise procures me many resources. 

Y. Wild. As how ? 

Pap. Why, at a pinch^ sir, I am eilber a 
teacher of tongues, tL/riseur, a dentist, or a daacing- 
master ; these^ sir, are hereditary professions to 
Frenchmen. But now, sir, to the point : aaf^y^^u 
were pleased to be so candid with me, I was de- 
termined to have no reserve with you. Y*oa have 
studied books, I have studied men ; you wiuit ad- 
vice, and I have some at your service. 

Y. Wild. Well, Til be yomr customer. 

Pap. But guard my secret : if I should be so 
unfortunate as to lose your place, don't shut me out 
from every other. 

Y. Wild. You may rely upon me. 

Pap. In a few years I shall be in a cpnditioB to 
retire from business ; but whether I shall settle at 
my family sfeat, or pass over to the Continent, is 
as yet undetermined. Perhaps, in gratitude to 
the country, I may purchase a marquisale near 
iParis, and spend the money I have got by their 
means genefously amongst them. 

Y. WH4' A grateful intention. But let us sally 
forth. Where do we open ? 

Pap, Let us see — ^ne o'clock^t is a fine day ; 
the mail will be crowded, 

F. WUd. AUam. 

Pap. But don't stare, sir : survey every thing 
with an air of habit and indifference;. 

Y. Wild, Never fear. 

Pap, But I wonld, sir, crave a moment's au« 
dience, upon a subject that may prove very mate^ 
rial to you. 

Y. Wild. Proceed. 

Pap* You wtU pardon, my preBumptioa; but 
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]poii hwe, my good master, one little foible that I 
could wish you to correct. 

r. Wild. What is it ? 

Pi^f, And yet it is a pity too, you do it so very 
well. 

Y. Wild. Pr'ythee be plain. 

P«p. You have, sir, a lively imagination, with 
a most happy turn for invention. 

Y. Wiid. Well. 

Pap* But now and then in your narratives you 
are hurried, by a flow of spirits, to border upon 
the improbable — a little given to the marvel- 
lous. 

F. WUd, I understand you : what [probabfy], I 
am somewhat subject to lying 7 

Pop. Oh, pardon me, sir; I do not say that: 
no^ no, only a little apt to embellish ; that's all* 
To be sure, it is a line gift ; that there is no dispu- 
ting : but men in general are so \yery\ stupid, so 
rigorously attached to matter of fac t And yet, 
this tedent of yours is the very soul and spirit of 
poetry z and, why it should not be the same in prose, 
I cannot for my life determine. 

F. WiU. You would advise me, then, not to be 
quite so poetical in my prose ? 

Pap. Why, sir, if you would descend a little 
to the grovelling comprehension of the million, I 
Aink it would be as well. 

F. Wild. rU think of it. 

Pap. Besides, sir, in this town, people are 
more smoky and suspicious. Oxford; you know, 
is the seat of the muses, and a man is natutally 
permitted more ornament and gatniture to his 
copvorsatioB than they will allow in thiB >l{^titude. 

F. WUd. 1 believe you are rirfit. But .w:e 
thaH te'kte. D'ye hear me, Papillon ? if at *»y 
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time you /^d me growing too poetical, gife me 
a hint: yotir advice shall not be thrown atf^y. 

... '; lExit. 
Pap. J wish it may not ; ,;but the disease is too 
rooted to be quickly removed. Lord ! how often 
I have sweated for him ! yet he is. all; the time as 
unembarrassed, easy, ana fluent, as if he really 
believed what he said. Well; to be sure he is &^ 
great master: it is a thousand pities Jiis ^^enius 
could not.be converted to some public seryice : I 
think the government should employ him to answer 
the Brussels .Gazette,* Til be hanged if he is , not 
too many for Monsieur Maubert, at his own wea- 
pons, [Exit, 

SCENE— Th^ Park. 
Enter Miss GRANTAMTait^ Miss Godfrey, and 

SERVANT. 

M, Gfr. John, let the chariot go^ round to 
Spring-Gardens for your, mistress, and I shall call 
at Lady Bab's, Miss Arabella Allnigl^t's, the 
Countess of €rumple's, and the taU^man^s, this 
morning. .My dear Miss Godfrey, what trouble 
I have had to get you out !. why, child, you are 
as tedious as a long mourning. Do you . know 
now, that of all places of public rendezvous I 
honour the park ? forty thousand million of times 
preferable to the play-house ! Don't you think so, 
my dear? . . 


*Bru88el8 Gazette.y-A pass-word for lies, priated or«ral : 
the press of that far-famed city being under control of the 
Austrian Archdukes, and their caus^ (of doinlnation) re- 
quiring lies for its support, -the yarlets supplied guoneiim 
' mfkit for Ihe . coimorants ; . Imt vthe ,.<p^wer so' supported 
dwindled and fell in twenty years afjter the LiAR.f^peared^ 
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r 3f. God. They are both well in theirl way. 

M, Gr, Way ! why the purpose of both is the 
same ; to meet company, isn't it ? what, d*ye think 
I go there for the plays, or come bere for the trees? 
ha, ha ! well, that is well enough. But, O Gemini! 
I beg a. million' of pardons : you are a prude, and 
hav^,no relish for the little innocent liberties with 
which a iine woman' may indulge herself in public^ 

M, God* Liberties, in public ! 

M, Gr, . Yes, child, such as encoring a . song 
at an opera, interrupting a play in a critical scene 
of distress, hallooing to a pretty. feljbw.acri>^iii. the- 
Mall, .as loud, as if. you were calling ' a coach. 
Why, do you know now, my dear, that by a lucky 
strake in' wess, and a few ' high airs of my own 
makings I have had the good fortune ^ to l)e gazed 
at,-and followed by as great'a crowd, oh a Sunday, 
as if I was the Tripo/5^ ambassador ?« • • 
* M, God. The good 'fortune^ madam ! Surely, 
the wish of every decent woman is to be unno* 
ticed in public, 

M. Gr, Decent ! oh, my dear queer^ creature, 
what a phrase bave you foxtnd out tor a woman of 
fashion !"' Decency is, child,- a mere bourgeois, 
plebeian quality, fit only for those who pay court 
to the world, and not for us to whom die world 
pays court. Upon my word, you muist. enlarge 
your ideas ! you are a fine girl, and we must not 
have you lost; Fll undertake you myself^ - But, 
as I was saying — ^^ — -Pray, my dear, what was 
I saying? 
u M.Gdd. I profess I don*t recollect. . ^ 

M. Gr. Hey ! — Oh, ah, the park. One great 
reason^ fbr my loving the park is, that one «has so 
many opportunities of creating connexions. 

M.God. Madam! 

VOL. II. I 
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M. Gr. Nay, don't look. f^ye« Why, do^ou 
know, that all my male friendships are formed in 
this place ? 

M. God* It is an odd spot : but yon must par- 
don me if I doubt the possibility. 

M^ Gr. Oh, I will convince you in a moment; 
for here seems to be coming a good smart figure 
that I. do not recollect. I will tbrow out a lure. 

M. God. Nay, for heaven's sake ! 

M. Gr, I am determined, child : that is 

iH* God. You will excuse <my withdrawing. 

M. Gtm Oh, please yourself, my dear. 

[Exit Miss Godfrbt. 

Enter Young Wilding with Papillon. 

F. Wild. Your ladyship's handkerchief, madam. 
, M, Gr. I am, sir, concerned at the trouble — 

F. Wild. A most happy incident for me, madam ; 
as chance has given me an honour in one lucky 
minute, that the most . diligent attention has not 
been able to procure for me in the whole tedious 
round of a revolving year. 

M. Gr, Is this meant to me, sir? 

Y.Wild. To whom else, madam? Surely, you 
must have marked my respectful assiduity, my 
uninterrupted attendance ; to plays, operas, balls, 
routs, and ridbttas, I have pursued you like your 
shadow ; I have besieged your door, for a glim|ise 
of your exit and entrance, like a dktressed cre- 
ditor, who basryio arnis against privilege but per- 
severance. 

Pap. So, now he is in for it; stop him who 
ean. 

Yk Wild* In short, madam, ever since I quitted 
America,, which I take now to be about a year,.! 
have as faithfully guarded the live4ong night, your 
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ladyship's portal, as a sentinel the powder-maga^ 
zine in a fortified city. 

Pa'p. Quitted America ! well pulled.* 

M. Gr. You have served in America^ then ? 

F. Wild, Full four years, madam : and during 
that whole time, not a single action of consequence* 
but I had an opportunity to signalize myself; and I 
tMnk I may, without vanity, affirm I*did not miss 
the occasion. You have heard of Quebec, I presume ? 

Pap, What the deuce is he driving at now ? 

Y* Wild. The project to surprise that place was 
tl|pught a happy expedient, and the first mounting 
tl^e breach a gallant expldit. There, indeed, thi 
whole army did me justice. 

/U. Gr. I have heard the /honour of that coa- 
qfiest attributed to anoUier name. 

F. Wild. The mere taking the town, madam. 
iQut that's a trifle : sieges now a-daya are reduced 
tp certainties ; it is amazing how minutely exact 
ye, who know the business, are at calculation : for 
^stance now, we will suppose th^ commander-in- 
ichief, addressing himself to me, was to say, *' Ck^ 
lonel, I want to reduce that fortress ; what will be 
the expense ?" ^' Why, please your highness, the 
reduction of that fortress will cost you one thou- 
sand and two lives, sixty-nine legs, ditto arms, 
four score fractures, with about twenty dozen of 
flesh wounds." 

M, Or. And you should be near the mark ? 

F. Wild. To an odd joint ma'am. But, madam, 
it is not to the French alone that my feats are con- 

* PuBed the long bow. An archery notion. The practi- 
tioners in thia art related snch strange storiea of their 
achievements, that people cried ** twang*' at each lie, in imi- 
tation of a^ sound of the bow-string. ^ , 
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iined: Cherokees, Catabaws^ with all thie awsand 
ees of the continent, have felt the force of my arms* 

Pop. This is too much, sir. 

F. fVild. Hands off ! Nor am I less adroit at a 
treaty, madam, than terrible in battle. To me we 
•owe the friendship of the Five Nations,* and I had 
the first honour of smoking the pipe of peace 
with the Little Carpenter. • 

M;-Gr, And so young! 

F. Wild: This gentleman, though a French- 
man and an enemy, I had the fortune to deliver 
from the Mohawks^ whose prisoner he had been 
for nine years. He gives* a most entertaining 
account of their laws and^. customs: he ^ shall 
present you with the wampum'belt, and' a* scalping- 
knife. Will you permit'him, madam,' just to giye 
you a * taste of the military dance, with a short 
specimen of their war-whoop?' • 

Pap. For heaven's sake f • 

Af. Gr. The place is too public. 

Y, Wild. In short, madam, after having ga- 
thered as many laurels abroad as would garnish a 
Gothic cathedral at Christmas, I returned" to reap 
the harvest of the well-fought field/' * Here it was 
my good' fortune to 'encounter you : then 'was the 
victor vanquished ; what the ^enemy^ ^iould' never 
accomplish, your eyes -in an instairt 'achieved; 
prouder to serve here than commancl in chief else- 
where ; and more glorious in wearing your chains, 
than in triumphing over the vanquished world. 

M. Or. I have got here a most heroical lover : 

* Five Indian Nations of Canada, and on the back settie- 
ments of North America, novr extinct as such. Cadwallader 
Colden hstd recently published dome strange stories about 
their habits and customs. The Little Carpenter was the name 
lofachief most familiar with Colden. 
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but I see Sir James Elliot' copiing^ and must dis- 
miss him. [Aside.] Well, sir, I accept the tender 
of your passion, and may find a tim^ to renew our 
acquaintance ; at present it is necessary we should 
separate. 

F. Wild. ** Slave to your will, I live but to 
obey you.'' But may I be indulged with the know- 
*ledge of your residence. 

M. Gr. Sir ? 

Y. Wild. Your place of abode. 

M. 6fr. Oh, sir, you cannot want to be acquaint- 
ed with that ; you have a whole year stood sen- 
tinel at my ladyship's portal. 

F. Wild. Madam, I— I— I 

M. Gr. Oh, sir, your servant Ha, ha, ha! 
What, you are caught! Ha, ha, ha! Well, 
he has a most intrepid assurance. Adieu, my 
Mars* Ha, ha, ha! [Exit. 

Pap. That last was an unlucky question, sir. 

F. Wild. A little mal-a^propoa, I must confess. 

Pap. A man should have a good memory who 
deals much in this poetical prose. 

F. Wild. Poh ! ril soon re-establish my credit. 
But I mustknow who this girl is. Hark'ye, Papil* 
Ion,could you not contarive to pump out offaer footman 
— ^I see there he stands— the name of his mistress ? 

Pap. I will try. [£xit* 

Wilding retires to the back of the Stage. 

Enter Sir James Elliot, and Servant. 

Sir J. Music and an entertainment ? 
Sen Yes, sir. 

Sir J. Last night,, upon the water ? 
Ser. Upon the water, last night* 
Str J. Who gave it? 

' 12 • • 
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Stir, That, sir, I can't say. * : s 

To them Wilding. 

Y. Wild. Sir James Elliot, your most devoted. 

Sir J, Ah, my dear Wilding ! you are welcome 
to town. * 

Y, Wild. You will pardon -my impatience; I 
interrupted you ; you seemed upo*n an interesting 
subject. 

Sir J, Oh, an. affair of' gallantry. - 

F. FFifW. Of what kind ? ' ^^^ 

Sir J. A young lady regaled last iiight by her 
lover, on the Thames. 

Y. Wild. As how? 

Sir J, A band of music in boats. • 

Y. Wild.' Were they good performers ? , 

Sir J. The best. Then conducted to : Marble- 
Hall, where she found a magnificent < collation. 

Y. Wild. Well ordered ?. r . .. . 

Sir J.' With elegairce.'' After: supper, a ball; 
and, to conclude the nighti, a firework. 

Y, Wild. Was the last well designed? ^ 

Sir J. Superb. * 

Y. Wild. And ha|ikpily executed? '' 

Sir J. Not a ain^e faux pas. * 

Y. Wild. And you'xion't know who gave it ? 

Sir J. I cannot even guess. .» 

Y.Wild. UsL, ha,. ha! . 

Sir J. Why do you laugh ? 

Y. Wild. Ha, ha, ha ! It was me.. . 

Sir J, You ! 

Pap. You, sir! 

Y. Wild. Moi. — ^me.. 

Pap. So, iso, so; he is enferecl again. ' • 

Sir J. Why, you are fortunate, to find a mistress 
in so sbort a space of time. 
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Y. fVil^ng. Short ! why man, I have bc^n in 
London these six weeks. 

Pap. O Lord, O Lord ! 

Y. Wild. It is true : not caring to encounter my 
father, I have rarely ventured out but at nights. 

Pap. I can hold no longer. Dear sir 

Y. Wild. Peace, puppy! * 

Pap. A curb to your poetical vein. 

Y. Wild. I shall curb your impertinence [pre- 
sently]— But since the story is got abroad I will; 
my dear friend, treat you with all the particulars. 

Sir J. I shall hear it with pleasure.— This is a 
lucky adyetiture: but he must not know he is my 

rival. [Ame.] ■ 

F* Wild.' Why, sir,^ between six and seven my 
goddess embarked, at Somerset-houise-stairs, in one 
of the companies' barges, gilt and hung with da- 
mask, expressly for the occasion. 
. Piip. Mercy on us ! 

Y. Wild. At the cabin-door she was accosted by 
a beautiful boy, who, in the garb of a Cupid, paid 
her some compliments in verse of my own compo- 
sing : the conceits were pretty ; allusions to Venus 
and the sea— the lady and the Thames— no great 
matter; but, however, well timed, and, what was 
better, well taken. 

Sir J. Doubtless. ^ . ..' * 

Pap. At what a rate he runs on ! - 

Y Wild: As soon as we had gained the centre 

of the river, two boats full of trumpets, French 

horns, and, other martial music, struck up their 

spriehtly strains from the Surrey-side, vrhich were 

echoed by ^suitable number of lutes,_ flutes, and 

hautboys from the opposite shiQre. In this state, 
the oa/s k^ping time, w^emajestically sailed along 

till the arches of the New Bridge gave ti. pause,. 
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and an opportunity for an elegant dessert io Dres- 
den china, by Robinson. Here the repast closed, 
with a few favourite airs from Eliza, Tenducci, and 
the Mattei. 

Pap. Mercy on us ! 

F. Wild, Opposite Lambeth I bad prepared a 
naval engagement, in which Boscawen's victory 
over the French was repeated : the action was con- 
ducted by one of the commanders on that expedi- 
tion, and not a single incident omitted. 

Sir «/• Surely you exaggerate a little. 

Pap. Yes, yes, this battle will sink him. 

F. Wild. True to the letter, upon my honour. I 
shaVt trouble you with the description of our col- 
lation, ball, or/eu d' artifice ^ nor with the thousand 
little incidental amusements that chance or design 
produced : it is enough to know, that all that could 
natter the senses, fire the imagination, or, gratify 
the expectation, was there produced in lavish 
abundance. 

Sir J, The sacrifice was, I presume, grateful 
to your deity. 

Y, Wild. Upon that subject you must pardon 
my silence. 

Pap. Modest creature ! 

Sir J, I wish you joy of your success. — For 
the present you will excuse me. 

F. Wild. Nay, but stay and hear the conclusion. 

Sir. «/• For that I shall seize another occasion. 

[Exit. 
Pap. Nobly perfojrmed, sir. 
F. Wild. Y es> happUy hit ofi; I think* 
Ptfp. May I take the liberty to offer one question ? 
Y. wad. Freely. 

P^p, Pray, sir, are you often visited with these 
waking dreams ? . 
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F. Wild. Dreams \ what ddst mean by dreams? 

Pap. These ornamental reveries, these frolics of 
fancy/ which, in the judgement of the vulgar, would 
be deemed absolute ^m«. 

F. Wild. Why, Papillon, you have but a poor, 
narrow, circumscribed genius. 

Pap. I must own, sir, I have not sublimity suf- 
ficient to relish the full fire of your Pindaric muse. 

F.' Wild. No ; a plebeian soul ! But I will ani- 
mate thy clay : mark my example, follow my steps, 
and in time thon tnay'st rival thy master. 

Pap. Never, never, sir : I hare not talents to 
fight battles : without blows, and give feasts that cost 
me not a farthing. Besides, sir, to what purpose 
are all these embellishments?* Why tell the lady 
you have been in Londbn^a^year ? 

F. Wild. The better to plead the length, and 
consequently the strength, of my passion. 

Pap. But why, sir, a soldier ? 

F. Wild. How little thou knowest of the sex ! 
What, now, I suppose thou would'st have me attack 
them in mood and figure, by a pedantic, classical 
quotation, or a pompous parade of jargon from the 
schools. Dost really think that' women are to be 
got like degrees? 

Pap. Nay, sir 

F. Wild. No, no ; the iavoir vivre is the science 
for them ; the man of war is their man : they must 
be taken like towns, by lines of approach, counter- 
iscarps, angles, trenches, cohorns, and covert-ways ; 
then enter sword in hand, pellmell ! oh, how they 
melt at the Gothic names of General Swapinback, 
Count Rousoumousky, Prince Montecuculi, and 
Marshal Fustinburgh ! men may say what they will 
of their Ovid, their Petrarch, and their Waller, but 
rU undertake to do more business by the single aid 
of the London Gazette, than by all the sighing. 
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dyiug, crying crotchets, the whole race of rhynters 
ever produced. 

Pap. Very well, sir ; this is all very lively ; but 
remember the travelling pitcher : if you do not one 
time or other, under favour, lie yourself into some 
confounded scrape, I will be content to be banged. 

Y. Wild. Doyouthinkso,Papillon? — And when- 
ever that happens, if I do not lie myself out of it 
again, why then I will be content to be crucified. 
And so,along after the lady. [Stops shin't, going atU.'] 
Zounds, here comes my father ! I must fiy . Watch 
him, Papillon, and bring me word to the Cardigan. 

[Exeunt separatefy* 


ACT THE SECOND. 

\ SCENE^A Tavern. 

Young Wilding and Papillon rising frwn 

Table, 

Y. Wild. Gad, I had like to -have run into the 
^old gentleman's mouth. 

Pap. It is pretty nearly the same thing ; for I 
saw him join Sir James Elliot : so your arrival is 
no longer a secret. 

F. Wild. Why, then I must lose my pleasure, 
and you your preferment : I must submit to the 
dull decency of a sober family, and you to the cus- 
tomary duties of brushing and ppwdering.^ But I 
was so fluttered at meeting my father; that I forgot 
the fair one : pr'ythee who is she ? 

Pap. There were two. 

r. Wild. That I saw. 

Pap. From her footman I learnt her nam^ was 
Godfrey. 

F. Wild. And heffortune ? 
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Pap» Immense. 

Wiid. Single,.! hope? 
*ap. Certainly. 

Wild. Then will I have her. 
}ap. WhHtj whether she will or no ? 

Wild. Yes. 
*ap. How will you manage that ? * 
X. Wild. By making it impossible for her to 
matry any one else. 

Pap. 1 don't understand you, sir* 
F. Wild. Qh, I shall only have recourse to thai 
talqit you so mightily admire. You will see, by 
the circulation of a few anecdotes, how soon I will 
get rid of my rivals. 

Pup* At the expense of the lady's reputation, 
perhaps. 

Y. Wild* That will be as it happens. 
Pd[p. And bave you no qualms, sir f 
V. Wild* Why, Where's the injury? 
Pop. No injury to ruin her fame ! 
¥. Wild. I will restore it to her again. 
Pigp. Howl 

F. Wild. Turp tinker, and mend it myself. 
Pap. Which Way ? 

F. Wild. The old way ; solder it by marriage : 
that, you know, is the modern salve for every sore. 

Pnter Waitbb, 

^ Wai. An elderly gentleman, to inquire for Mr. 
Wilding. 

Y.'Wild. For me ! what sort of a being is it? 
- Wm. peing, sir { 

F. Wild. Ay! how is he drest? 
Wm. In a tie-wig and snuff-coloured coat. 
. Psp* ^Qoks, sir, it is. your father. 
. F. Wild. Show him up» [Exit Waiter. 

Pap. Apd what lijiijist I dot 
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K Wild. Recover your broken .English, but 
preserve your rank : I have a reason for it.. 

Enter Old Wilding. 

O. Wild, Your servant, sir : you are .welcome to 
town. 

Y. Wild. You have just prevented : me, sir: I 
was preparing to do my duty to you. . 

O. Wild. If you thought it a duty, you should; 
I think, have sooner discharged it.. 

F. ^tW. Sir! 

O. Wild. Was it. quite so decent, Jack, to be six 
weeks in town, and conceal yourself only from me ? 

Y.Wild. Six weeks 1 1 have scarce been six hours; 

O. Wild. Come, come ; I am better informed. 

Y. Wild. Indeed, sir, you are imposed upon; 
This gentleman, (whom first give me leave to have 
the honour of introducing to you,) this, sir, is the 
marquis de Chateau Briant* of. an ancient house 
in Brittany ; who, travelling through England, chose 
to make Oxford for sometime the place of his resi- 
dence, where I had the happiness of his acquain- 
tance. 

O. Wild. Does he speak English. 

F. Wild. Not fluently, but understands it perfectly. 

Rap. Pray, sir. 

O. Wild. Any services, sir, that I can render you 
here you may readily command. 

Pap. Beaucoup d'honneur. 

Y. Wild, This gentleman, I say, sir, whose 
quality and country are sufficient securities for his 
veracity, will assure you that yesterday we leh 
Oxford together. 

^"^^^ ' ' " "' »■ ■ ^ ■■■■■»■■■ »■■■■■> ■ ^1 ■■ , ^^—1 .^^^^^ ^^ a^m^mmm^m^^t^^^^^i^'-^ 

* " Sk fin wig: " The political reader will not fail to 
maik the strange coincidence between this assumptioD of a 
name and a real character of these times. , . • 
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O. Wild. Indeed! 

Pap. Cest vraL 

O. Wild. This is amazing. I was^ at the s^miB 
time informed of another circumstance too, that, I 
confess, made me a little uneasy, as it interfered 
with a favorite scheme of my own. 

Y. Wild. What could that be, pray, sir? 

O, Wild. That you had conceived a violent af- 
fection for a fair lady. 

Y. Wild. Sir ! 

O. Wild. And had given her very gallant and 
very expensive proofs of your passion. 

Y. Wiid. Me, sir! 

O. Wild. Particularly last night : music, a col- 
lation, balls, and fireworks. 

Y. Wild. Monsieur le marquis! — And pray, sir, 
who could tell you all this ? 

O. Wild. An old friend of yours. 

K Wild. His name, if you please. 

O. Wild. Sir James Elliot. 
. F. Wild. Yes ; I thought he was the man. 

O. Wild. Your reason. 

Y. Wild. Why, sir, though Sir James Elliot 
has a great many good qualities, and is,, upon the' 
whole, a valuable man, yet he has one fault which 
has long determined me to drop his acquaintance. 

O. Wild. What may that be? . 

Y. Wild. Why, you can't, sir, be a stranger ta 
bis prodigious skill in the traveller's talent. 

O. Wild. How ! 

Y. Wild. Oh, notorious to a proverb—^ :His 

friends, who are tender of his fame, . gloss over, 
his foible, by calling him an agreeable novelist ; 
and so he is, with a vengeance : why, he Will telF 
you more lies in an hour; than all the circulating^^ 
libraries, put together, will publish in a year, 

VOL. II. ^ 
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O. Wild. Indeed ! 

F. Wild. Oh, he is [reckoned] the modern Man- 
deville'^ at Oxford : he was always distinguished 
by the facetious appellation of the bouncer, ^ 

O. Wild. Amazing! 

F. Wild. Lord, sir, he is so well understood in 
his own country, that, at the last Hereford assizes, 
a cause, as clear as the sun, was absolutely thrown 
away by his being merely mentioned as a witness. 

O. Wild, A strange turn. 

F. Wild. Unaccountable. But there, I think, 
they went a little too far ; for, if it had come to an 
oam, I do not think he would have bounced, 
either; but in common occurrences there is no 
repeating after him. Indeed, my great reason for 
dropping him was, that my credit began to be a lit- 
tle suspected too. 

Pap. Poor gentleman ! 

O. Wild. Why, I never heard this of him. 

F. Wild. That may be : but, can there be a 
stronger proof of his practice, than the flam he 
has been telling you, of fireworks, and the Lord 
knows what ? And I dare swear, sir^ he was very 
fluent and florid in his description. 

O.Wild. Extremely. 

O. Wild. Yes, that is just his way ; and not a 
syllable of truth from the beginning to the ending; 
eh, marquis ? 

Pap. Oh, dat is all a fiction, upon mine honour. 

F. Wild. You see, sir. 

O. Wild. Clearly. I really cannot help pitying 

• Mandevme*s << Fables of the Bees" is alluded tp : 
written with a political bias; that book was as. highly 
praised by one party as it was loudly execrated by the other 
-^both, howeyer, concurred in the opinion that the author 
li««i egregionsly. 
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^e poor man. I have heard of people, who, by 
lon^habit, become a kind of constitutional liars. 

F. Wild, Year observation is just ; that is ex* 
actly his case. 

Pap, Vm. sure it is yours. 

O. Wild. Well, sir, I suppose we shall see you 
this evening 1 

Y, Wild, The marquis has an appointment witb 
some of his countrymen, which I have promised to 
attend ; besides, sir, as he is an entire stranger in 
town, he may want my little services. 

O. Wild, Where can I see you in about an hour t 
I have a short visit to make^ in which you are 
deeply concerned. 

r. Wild» I shall attend your commands; but 
where ? 

O. Wild, Why, here. Marquis, I am your obe- 
dient servant. 

Pap, Voire serviteur trh humble, 

[Exit Old Wilding. 

F. Wild, So, Papillon; that difficulty is des- 
patched. I think I am even with Sir James for his 
tattling. 

Pap, Most ingeniously managed : but are not 
you afraid of the consequence? 

F. Wild, I do not comprehend you. 

Pap^. A future explanation between the parties. 

F. Wild, That may embarrass : but the day is 
distant. I warrant I will bring myself off. 

Pap* It is in vain for me to (tdvise. 

F. Wild, Why, to say truth, J do begin to find 
my system attended with danger: give me yonr 
hand, Papillon — I will reform. 

Pn^, Ah, sir! 

F. Wild. I positively will. Why, this practice 
may in time destroy my credit. 
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Pap, That is pretty well done already. [Aside^ 
' Y. Wild. Well, if I don't turn out ' the merest 

dull matter-of-fact-fellow But, Papilion, I must 

scribble a billet to my new flame. * I think her 
name is 

Pap. Godfrey; her father, an India governor 
shut up in a strong room at Calcutta, left her all his 
wealth : she lives near Miss Grantam, by Grosve- 
nor-squere* 

Y. Wild. A governor! — oh ho! —Bushels of 

rupees, and plucks of pagodas, I reckon. Well, 

I long to be rummaging.— But the oldgentleman 
will soon return : I will hasten to finish my letter — 
But, Papilion, what could my father mean by a 
visit in which I- am deeply concerned'? - 

Pap. I can't even guess. 

• Y.Wiifl. I shall know presently. — ^To» Miss 
Godfrey, formerly of Calcutta, now residing in 
Grosvenor-square. — Papilion, I wo'n't tell her a 
Word of a lie. 

Pap. You will not, sir ? 

Y. Wild. No; itwouldbeungenerous to deceive 

a lady. No ; I will be open, candid, and sincere. 

Pap. And if you are, it will be for the first time. 

[JElxeunt, 

SCENE^Miss Grantam and Miss Gtodfrky. 

* M. God. And you really like this gallant spark ? 
M. Gr. Prodigiously. Oh, I'm quite in love 

with his assurance ! I wonder who he is : he can't 
have 'been long in town: a young fellow of his easy 
impudence must have soon made his way to the 
best of company. 

M. God. By way of amusement, he may prove 
no, disagreeable acquaintance ; but you can't, surely, 
have any serious designs upon him. 
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M, Gr» Indeed but I haye. 

M. God. And poor Sir James Elliot is to be dis- 
carded at once ? 

M. Gr. Oh, no. 

M, God* What is your intention in regard to him? 

M. Gr, Eh? — I cannot tell you. Perhaps, if I 
don't like this new man better, I may marry him. 

Af. God. Thou art a strange giddy girl. 

M> Gr, Quite the reverse ; a perfect pattern of 
prudepce : why, would you have me less careful of 
my person than my purse ? 

JIf . God. My dear ! 

M. Gr. Why I say, child, my fortune being in 
money; as I have some in India-bonds, somein^the 
Bank, some on this loanl, some on the other ; so that 
if one fund fails, I have.a sure resource in the rest. 

M. God. Very true. 

M. Gr. Well, my dear, just so I manage my 
love affairs : if I should not like this mao — ^if he 
should not like me- — ^if we should quarrel — ^if, if — 
or in short, if any of the if 8 should happen, which 
you know break engagements every day, why, by 
this meaniS I shall never be at a loss. 

M.God. Quite provident. Well, and pray on 
how many different securities have you at present 
placed out your love ? 

M. Gr. Three: the sober Sir James Elliot, the 
new America-man, and this morning I expect a for- 
mal proposal fropQ an old friend of my father's* 

M. God. Mr, Wilding* 

M.Gr, Yes; but I don't reckon mtfch upon 
hitn ; for you know, my dear, what can I do widi 
an awkwardi raw, college cub? Though, upon se- 
cond tliouglits, that mayn't be too bad neither; for 
as I must have the fashioning of him, he may be 
easily moulded lo one's mind. 

k2 
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Enter a Servant. 

Ser, Mr. Wilding, madam. 

M. Gr. Show him in. [Exit Servant.] You need 
not go, my dear ; we have no particular business. 
• M. GodL I wonder now what she calls particu- 
lar business. 

Enter Old Wilding. 

O. Wild. '- Ladies, your servant. I wait upoQ you, 
madam, with a request from my son, that he may 
be permitted the honour of kissing your hand. 

Af. Gr. Your son is in town, then? 

O. Wild. He came last night, mad m ; and, 
though but just from the university, 1 think I may 
venture to affirm, with as little the air of a pedant 
as*——* . 

M. Gr. I don't question the accomplishments of 
your son, Mr. Wildings and shall own too, that his 
being descended from the 0I4 friend of my father, 
-is to me the strongest recommendation. 
' O.' Wild, You honour me, madam. 

M. Gr,^ But, sir, I have something to say — 

O. Wild. Pray, madam, speak out ; it is impos^ 
sibleto be too explicit on these important occasions. 

M. Gr. Wjiy then, sir, to a man of your wisdom 
and experience I need not observe, that the loss of 
a parent to counsel -and direct at this solemn crisis 
-has made a greater degree of personal prudence ne- 
cessary in me. • 

O. Wild. Perfectly right, madam. • 

M. Gr. . We live, sir, in a very censorious world : 
'a young woman cannot be- too much upon her 
guard ; nor should I choose to admit any man in the 
quality of a lover, if there was not at least a strong 
probability-r— - . 

O. Wild. Of a more intimate connexion. • I 
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If ' 

bope, madam, you have heard nothing to the dis- 
advantage of my son. 

M. Gr, Not a syllable : but you know, sir, there 
are such things in nature lets unaccountable antipa- 
thies, aversions, that we take at first sight : 1 
should be glad there could be no danger of that. 

O.Witd. I understand you, madam; you shall 
have all the satisfaction imaginable: Jack is to 
meet me immediately ; I will conduct him under 
your window r and if \k\fi figure has the misfortune 
to displease, ' 1 will take care his addresses shall 
never offend you. Your most obedient servant. [Exit, 

M. Gr, Now, there is a polite,' sensible, old 
father for you. 

M. God. Yes ; and a very discreet, prudent 
daughter he is likely to have. Oh, you are a great 
hypocrite, Kitty, 

Enter a Servant, 

Ser, A letter for you, madam. \To Miss God- 
frey.] Sir James Elliot, to wait on your ladyship. 
[To Miss Grantam.] . [Exit. 

M. Gr. Lord, I hope he wo'n't stay long. Here 
he comes, and seems entirely wrapt up in the dis- 
mals : what can be the matter how ? 

Enter Sir James Elliot. 

Sir J. In passing by your door, I took the li* 
berty^ madam, of inquiring after your health. 

M, Gr. Very obliging. I hope, sir, you recei- 
ved a favourable account. 

Sir J. I did not know but you might have 
caught cold last night. 

M. Gr. Cold ! why, sir, I hope I did not sleep 
with my bed-chamber window open. 
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Sir J. Madam ! 

M. Gr. Sir ! 

Sir J* N09 madam ; but it was rather hazardous 
to stay so late upon the water. 

M, Gr. Upon the water ! 

Sir J. Not but the variety of amusements, it 
must be owned, were a sufficient temptation. 

M. Gr, What can he be driving at now ! 

Sir J, And pray, madam, what think you of Young 
Wilding { is not he a gay, agreeable, sprightly 

M, Gr. I never give my opinion of people I 
don't know. 

Sir J. You don't know him ! 

M. Gr. No. 

Sir. J. And his father, I did not meet at your 
door ! 

M. Gr. Most likely you did. 

Sir J. I am glad you own that, however : but, 
for the son, you never 

M. Gr. Sat eyes upon him. 

Sir J. Really ? 

M. Gr. Really. 

.Sir J. Finely supported. Now, madam, do you 
know, that one of us is just going to make a very 
ridiculous figure? 

M. Gr. Sir, I never had the least doubt of your 
talents for excelling in that way. 

Sir J. Madam, you do me honour: but it does 
not happen to fall to my lot upon this occasion, 
however. 

M. Gr. And that is a wonder!— Well, then, I 
am to be the fool of the comedy, I suppose^ 

Sir J. Admirably rallied ! But I shall dash the 
spirit of that triumphant laugh. 

M, Gr. I dli^re the attack. Come on^ sir. 
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Sir J. Know then, and blush, if you are not as 
lost to shame as dead to decency, that I am no 
stranger to all last night's transactions. 

M. Gr. Indeed ! 

Sir J, From your first entering the barge at 
Somerset-house, to your last landing at Whitehall. 

M. €rr, Surprising! 
' Sir «/. ^Ciipids^ collations, feasts, fireworks, all 
have reached me. 

M. Gr. Why, you deal in magic. 

Sir J, My intelligence is as natural as it is in- 
fallible. 

' M, God, May I be indulged with the name- of 
your informer. '^ 

Sir J, Freely, madam. Only the very indivi- 
dual spark to whose folly you were indebted for 
this gallant profusion. 

M, Gr. But his name ? 

Sir J. Young Wilding. 

M. Gr, You had this story from him ? 

Sh* J. I had. , 

M, Gr. From Wilding! — ^That is amazing. 

Sir J. Oh, ho! what, you are confounded at last ; 
and no evasion, to subterfuge, no — -- 

Af, Ghr. Look ye. Sir James ; what you can mean 
by this strange story, and very extraordinary be- 
haviour, it is impossible for me to conjecture ; but, 
if it is meant' as an artifice to palliate your infide- 
lity to me, less pains would have answered your 
purpose as well. 

Sir J. OhV madam, [as for that] I know you 
are provided. 

M, Gr. Matchless insolence ! As you cannot 
expect that I should be prodigiously pleased with 
the subject of this visit, you wo'n't be surprised at 
my wishing it as short as possible. 
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Sir J. I do not wonder you feel pain at my 
presence ; but you may rest secure you will have 
no interruption from me ; and, I really think it 
would be pity to part two people so exactly formed 
for each other. Your ladyship's servant [GoingJ] 
But, madam, though your sex secures yqu from 
any further resentment, yet the present object of 
your favour may have something to fear. [Exit. 

M, Gr. Very well. Now, my dear, I hope you 
will acknowledge the prudence of my plan. To 
what a pretty condition I must have been reduced 
if my hopes had rested upon one lover alone. 

M, God, But are you sure that your method to 
multiply, may not be the means to reduce the num- 
ber of your slaves ? 

M. Gr, Impossible !— Why, can't you discern 
that this flam of Sir James Elliot's is a mere fetch 
to favour his retreat. 

M. God, And you never saw Wilding ? 

M. Gr, Never. 

M. God, There is some mystery in this. I have, 
too,- here in ray hand another mortification that 
you must endure. 

M. Gr. Of what kind? 

M. God. A little allied to the last: it is from the 
military spark you met this morning. 

M. Gr, What are the contents ? 

M, God. Only a formal declaration of love. 

M. Gr. Why, you did not see him. 

M. God, But it seems he did me. 

M, Gr. Might I peruse it? " Battles— no 

wounds so fatal — cannon-balls — Cupid-^spring a 
mine — cruelty — die on a counterscarp— eyes— *ar- 
tillery — death — the stranger.'' It is addressed — to 
pou. 

M, God. I told you so. 
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iff. Gr, You will pardon me, my 4ear; but 1 
really cannot compliment you upon the supposition 
of a conquest at my expense. 

M. God* That would be enough to make me yain. 
But why do you think it so impossible ? 

M, Gr, And do you positively want a reason ? 

M, God. Positively. 

M, Gr, Why, then, I shall refer you for an an- 
swer to a faithful counsellor and most acqomplished 
critic. 

M. God. Who may that be ? 

M* Gr. The mirror upon your toilet. 

M. God. Perhaps we may differ in judgement. 

M. Gr. Why, can glasses flatter ? 

M. God. I can't say I think that necessary. 

Af. Gr, Saucy enough ! — But come, child, 
don't let us quarrel upon so whimsical an occasion ; 
time will explain the whole. You will favour me 
with your opinion of Young Wilding, at my win*- 
dow. 

M. God. I attend you. 

M. Gr. You will forgive me, my dear, the little, 
hint I dropped, it was meant merely to serve you ; 
for indeed, child, there is no quality so insufferable 
in a young woman as self-conceit and vanity. 

M. God* You are most prodigiously obliging. 

M. Gr. I'll follow you, miss. [Exit Miss God- 
frey.] Pert thing! — She grows immoderately ugly. 
I always thought her awkward, but she is now an 
absolute fright. 

M. God. [within.'] Miss, Miss Grantam, your 
hero's at hand. 

iff, €rr. I come. 
^- M. God. As I live, the very individual stronger. 

M. Gr. No, sure ! — Oh lord, letQie have a peep.i 

M. Ood. It is he, ft is'he>;it ish&l 
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« • 

SCENE-^thc Street, Old Wilding, Younq; 
Wilding, Aiirf Papillon. 

O. Wild, There, marquis, you must pardon me; 
for though Paris be more compact, yet surely Lon- 
don covers a much greater quantity. Oh, Jack,. 

look at that corner house; how d'ye like it ? 

Y. Wild, Very well : but I don't see any thing 
extraordinary. 

6. Wild. I wish, though, you were the master of 
what it contains. 

F. Wild. What may that be, sir ? 
O. Wild* The mistress, you rogue, you : a fine 
girl, and an immense. fortune; aye, and a prudent 
sensible wench into the bargain. 
F. Wild. Time enough, yet, sir. 
O. Wild* I don't see that : you are, lad, the last 
of our race, ai^d I should be glad to see some pro- 
bability of its continuance. 

F, Wild. Suppose, sir, you were to repeat your, 
endeavours, you have cordially my consent. 

O. Wild, No ; rather too late in life for that x- 
p'eriment. 

F. Wild. Why, sir, would you recommend a 
condition to me that you disapprove of yourself? 

O. Wild. Why, sirrah^ I have done my duty to 

the public and my family, by producing you : now, 

sir, it is incumbent on you to discharge your debt. . 

F. Wild. In the college cant, I shall beg leave 

to tick a little longer. . ^ 

O. Wild. Why, then, to be serious, son, this is 
the very business 1 wanted to talk with you about. 
In a word, I wish you married ; and by providing 
the lady of that mansion for , the purpose, I have 
proved myself both a father and a friend. » 

F. Wild* Far be it from me to question, your 
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care; yet some preparation for so important a 
change- '^ 

^* K' ;^J'"^^ "^"^^ knowledge of the world. 

^* K' Tr*^** y^" °**y s*"<^y at leisure. ' 

r.mid. Now all Europe is in arms, my desiirii 
was to serve my country abroad. 

O. ^/if. You will be full as useful to it by re- 
cruitmg her subjects at home. 

F. Wild. You are, then, resolved. 

O. fFtW. Fixed. 

Y. Wild. Positively? 
. O. Wild. Peremptorily. 

Y. Wild. No prayers • 

O. Wild, Can move me. 
* T^' ^*f^- How the deuce shall I get out of this 
tour [Aside.] But suppose, sir, there should be an 
insurmountable objection? ' 

O. Wild. Oh, leave the reconciling of that to 
me; I am an excellent casuist. 

Y. Wild But I say, sir, if it should be impossi- 
ble to obey your commands? 

V ^(^* Impossible !— 1 don't understand you. 

Y. Wild. Oh, sir ! — But, on my knees, first let 
me crave your pardon. 

O. Wild. Pardon ! for what ? 

Y. Wild. I fear 1 have lost all title to your fu- 
ture fkvour. 

O. JtrtW. Which way ? 

F. Wild. I have done a deed— — — 

O. Wild. Let us hear it. 

Y: ZEi' :^* Abingdon, in the county of BerU. 
O. Wild. Well? 

F. Wild. I am 

O. mid. What? 

F. Wild. Already married. 

VOL. ir. L 
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O.Wild. Married! 

Pap, Married! 

F. mid. Married. 

O. Wild. And without my consent? 

Y. Wild. Compelled; fatally forced. Oh, sir, 
did you but know all the circumstances of my sad, 
sad story, your rage would soon convert itself to 
pity. 

0. Wild. What an unlucky event! — But rise, 
and let me hear it all. 

Y, Wild. The shame and confusion 1 now feel 
renders that task at present impossible : I must 
therefore rely for the relation on the good offices of 
this faithful friend. 

Pap, Me, sir? L never heard one word of the 
matter. 

O. Wild. Come, marquis, favour me with the 
particulars. 

Pap. Upon my vard, sare, dis affair has so 
shock me, that I am almost as incapable to tell 
de tale as your son. — [To Young Wilding.] 
Dry a your tears. What can I say ? 

Y. Wild. Any thing — Oh! [Seems to weep] 

Pap, You see, sare. — Oh! 

O. Wild, Your kind concern at the misfortunes 
of my family calls for the niost grateful acknow- 
ledgement. 
. Pap, Dis is great misfortunes, sans doutr. 

O. Wild. But if you, a stranger, are thus af- 
fected, what must a father feel ? 

Pap. Oh, beaucoup, great deal more. 

O. Wild. But, since the evil is without a remedy, 
let us know the worst at once. Well, ^sir^ at 
Abingdon. 

Pap. Yes, at Abingdon. 

O. Wild. Id the county of Berks ? 
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Pap, Dat is right, in de county of Berks. 

r. Wild. Oh, oh ! 

O. Wild, Ah, Jack, Jack ! are all my hopes 

then ^Though I dread to ask, yet it must be 

known ; who is the girl, pray sir 1 

Pap, De girl, sir — ]^A8ide to Young Wilding.] 
Who shall I say ? 

F. Wild. Any body. 

Pap. For de girl, I can't say upon my vard. 

O. Wild. Her condition ? 

Pap. Pas grande condition ; dat is to be sure. 
But dereis no help. — [Aside ^o Young Wilding.] 
sir, I am quite aground. 

O. Wild. Yes ; I read my shame ip his reserve : 
some artful hussy I 

Pap, Dat may be. Vat you call hussy ? 

O. Wild, Or, perhaps, some common creature ! 
But I am prepared to hear the worst. 

Pap. Have you no mercy ? 

F. Wild. I'll step to your relief, sir. 

Pap. O lord ! a happy deliverance. 

Y. Wild. Though it is almost death for me to 
speak, yet it would be infamous to let the reputa- 
tion of the lady suffer by my silence : she is, sir, 
of an ancient house and unblemished character. 

O. Wild. That is something. 

Y. Wild. And though her fortune may not be 
equal to the warm wishes of a fond father, yet — 

O. Wild, Her name ? 

Y. Wild. Miss Lydia Sybthprp. 

O. Wild. Sybthorp.-^ — I never heard of the 
name. But proceed. 

F. Wild, The latter end of last long vacation, 
I went, with Sir James Elliot, to pass a few days 
at a new purchase of his near Abingdon. There, 
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at an assembly, it was my chance to meet and 
dance with this lady. 

O. Wild, Is she handsome ? 

F. Wild. Oh, sir, more beautiful — 

O. Wild. Nay, no raptures ; but go on. 

F. Wild. But to her beauty she adds politeness, 
alfability, and discretion ; unless she forfeited that 
character by fixing her affections on me. 

O. Wild. Modestly observed. 

Y. Wild. I was deterred from a public declara- 
tion of my passion, dreading the scantiness of her 
fortune would prove an objection to yon. Some 
privat^ interviews she permitted. 

O. Wild, Was that so decent ? — But, love and 
prudence, madness and reason. 

V. Wild. One fatal evening, the twentieth of Sep- 
tember, if I mistake not, we were in a retired room, 
innocently exchanging mutual vows, when her fa- 
ther, whom we expected to sup abroad, came sud- 
denly upon us. 1 had just time to conceal myself 
in a closet 

O. Wild. What, unobserved by him? 

Y. Wild. Entirely. But, as my ill stars would 
have it, a cat, of whom my wife is vastly fond, had 
a few days before lodged a litter of kittens in the 
same place : 1 unhappily trod upon one of the brood ; 
which so provoked the implacable mother, that she 
fiew at me with the fury of a tiger. 

O. Wild. I have observed those creatures very 
fierce in defence of their young. 

Pap, I shall hate a cat as long as I live. 

Y. Wild. The noise roused the old gentleman's 
attention : he opened the door, and there discovered 
3*our son. 

Pap, Unlucky. 

] . Wild. I rushed to the door; but, fatally, my 
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foot slipt at the top of the stairs, and down I came 
tumbling to the bottom ; the pistol in m^ hand went 
off by accident : this alarmed her three brothers in 
the parlour, who, with all their servants, rushed 
with united force upon me. 

O. Wild. And so surprised you ? 

Y. Wild, No, sir; with my sword I for some 
time made a gallant defence, and should have in- 
evitably escaped, but a raw-boned, over-grown, 
clumsy cook-wench, struck at my sword with a 
kitchen poker, broke it in two, and compelled me 
to surrender at discretion : the consequence of 
which is^ obvious enough. 

O. Wild. Natural. The lady's reputation, your 
condition, her beauty, your love, all combined to 
make marriage an unavoidable measure. 

F. Wild, May I hope, then, you rather think me 
unfortunate than culpable? 

O, Wild, Why, your situation is a sufficientex- 
cuse : all I blame you for, is your keeping it a secret 
from me. With Miss Grantam I shall make an 
awkward figure : but the best apology is the truth : 

I'll hasten and explain it to her all< Oh, Jack, 

Jack, this is a mortifying business. 

F. Wild. Most melancholy. 

[Exit Old Wilding. 

Pap, I am amazed, sir, that you have so care- 
fully concealed this transaction from me. 

Y, Wild, Heyday ! what do you believe it, too ? 

Pap. Believe it ! Why is not the story of t^e 
marriage true ? 

F. Wild. Not a syllable. 

Pap. And the cat, and the pistol, and the poker ? 

F. Wild. All invention. And were you really 
taken in ? 

Pap, Lord, sir, how was it possible to avoid it? 

l2 
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Mercy on us ! what a collection of circumstances 
have you crowded tofgether ! 

Y, Wild. Genius, the mere effects of genius, 
Papiilon. But, todeceire you, who so thoroughly 
know me 

Pap. But, to prevent that for the future, could 
you not just give your humble servant a hint, when 
^you are bent upon bouncing 1 Besides, sir, if you 
recollect vour fixed resolution to reform 

Y, Wild. Aye, as to matter of fancy, the mere 
sport and frolic of invention : but in case of neces- 
sity — why, Miss Godfrey was at stake, and I was 
forced to use all my finesse. 

Enter a Servant. 

Sei\ Two letters, sir. [Exit. 

Pap. There are two things, in my conscience, my 
master will never want : a prompt lie, and a ready 
excuse for telling it, 

Y. Wild. Hum ! business begins to thicken upon 
us : a challenge from Sir James Elliot, and a ren- 
dezvous from the pretty Miss Godfrey, They shall 
both be observed, but in their proper order ; there- 
fore the lady first. Let me see — I have not been 
tv/enty hours in town, and I have already got a 
challenge, a mistress, and a wife ; now, if I could 
but get engaged in a chancery suit, I should have my 
hands pretty full of employment. Come, Papiilon; 
\vf> have no time to be idle. [Exeunt. 


ACT THE THIRD 

Mis& Grantam and Miss Godfrey. 
^f. God. Upon my word, Miss Grantam, this is 
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but an idle piece of curiosity : you know the man 
is already disposed of, and therefore > 

M. Gr. That is true, my dear ; but there is in 
this affair some inystery, that 1 must and will have 
explained. 

M. God, Come, come, I know the grievance. 
You can't brook that this spark, though even a 
married man, should throw off his allegiance to you, 
and enter a volunteer into my service. 

M. Gr. And so, you take the fact for granted ? 

M, God. Have I not his letter? 

M, Gr. Conceited creature! — I fancy, miss, by 
your vast affection for this letter, it is ther first of 
the kind you ever received. 

M, God. Nay, my dear, why should you be 
pipued at me ? the fault is none of mine ; I dropped 
no handkerchief; I threw out no lure : the bird came 
willingly to hand, you know. 

M. Gr. [True, and] metaphorical, too ! what, you 
are setting up for a wit as well as a belle ! and 
really, madam, to do you justice, you have full as 
fine pretensions to one as the other. 

M. God. I fancy, madam, the world will not 
form their judgement of either from the report of a 
disappointed rival. 

M. Gr. Rival! admirably rallied ! — But, let me 
tell you, madam, this sort of behaviour, madam, at 
your own house, whatever may be your beauty, is no 
great proof of your breeding, madam. 

M. God. As to that, ma'am, I hope I shall al- 
ways show a proper resentment to any insult that is 
offered me, let it be in whose house it may. The 
assignation, ma'am, both time and place, was of 
your own contriving. 

M. Gr. Mighty well, ma'am 

M.God. But if, dreading a mortification, you 
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think proper to alter your plau, your chair, I believe, 
is in waiting. 

M, Gr, It is, madam! then let it wait. — Oh, what, 
that was your scheme ! but it wo'n't take, miss : 
the contrivance is a little too shallow. 

M, God. I don't understand you. 

M, Gr, Cunning creature ! So all this insolence 
was concerted, it seems : a plot to drive me out 
of the house, that you might have the fellow all to, 
yourself: but 1 have a regard for your character, 
though you neglect it. Fie^ miss ! a passion for a 
married man ! I really blush for you. 

Af. God. And I most sincerely pity you. But 
curb your choler a little : the inquiry you are about 
to ipake requires rather a cooler disposition of 
mind; and by this time the hero is at hand. 

M, Gr. Mighty well; I am prepared. But, 
Miss Godfrey, if you really wish to be acquitted of 
all artificial underhand dealings, in this affair, suffer 
me in your name to manage the interview. 

M, God. Most willingly. But he will recollect 
your voice. 

M. Gr. Oh, that is easily altered. [ Enter a 
maid, who whispers Miss Grant am, and rxit,] It 
is he ; but hide yourself, miss, if you please. 

M, God. Your hood a little forwarder, miss: you 
maybe known, and then we shall have the language 
of politeness inflamed to proofs of a violent passion. 

M. Gr. You are prodigiously cautious. 

Enter Young Wilding. 

Y. Wild. This rendezvpus is something in the 
Spanish taste, imported, I suppose, with the guitar,* 

-■*- - — - — - _ II . - ,., ji - - . 

» This instrument was newly introduced to this country, 
at the period of first representation— 1776. 
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At present, I presume, the custom is confioed.to 
the great ; but it will descend, and in a couple of 
months I shall uot be surprised to hear an attorney's 
hackney clerk rousing, at midnight, a milliner's 
'prentice, with an **Ally, AllyCroker." But that, 
if 1 mistake not, is the temple ; and see my god- 
dess herself. Miss Godfrey ! 

M. Gr, Hush. 

Y, Wild, Am I right, miss ? 

M, Gr. Softly. You received my letter, I see, 
sir. 

F. Wild, And flew to the appointment with 
more 

M. Gr. No raptures, I beg. But you must not 
suppose this meeting meant to encourage your 
hopes. 

F. Wild. How, madam ! 

iff. Gr. Oh, by no means, sir; for, though I own 
^our ^guve is pleasing, and your coversation — 

M. God. Hold, miss ; when did I ever converse 
with him ? 

M. Gr. Why, did not you see him in the park ? 

M. God. True, madam; but the conversation 
was with you. 

M. Gr. Bless me ! you are very difficult. I say, 
sir, though your person may be unexceptionable, 
yet your character 

Y. Wild. My character ! 

M. Gr. Come, come, you are better known than 
you imagine. 

F. Wild. I hope not. 

M. Gr. Your name is Wilding. 

F. Wild. How the deuce came she by that? 
True, madam. 

M. Gr, Pray have you never heard of a Miss 
Grantam 1 
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y. Wild. Frequently. 

M. Gr, You have. And, had you never any 
favourable thoughts of that lady? Now mind, oiiss. 

Y* Wild, If you mean as a lover, never. The 
lady did me the honour to have a small design up- 
on me. 

M. God. I hear every word, miss. 

M, Gr. But you need hot lean so heavy upon 

me ; he speaks loud enough to be heard. I 

have been told, sir, that 

Y. Wild. Yes, madam, and very likely by the 
lady herself. 

M. Gr. Sir! 

K Wild. Oh, madam, I have another obhgation 
in my pocket to Miss Grantam, vrhich must be dis- 
charged in the morning. 

M. Gr. Of what kind? 

Y. Wild. Why, the lady, findrag an old humble 
servant of hers a little lethargic, has thought fit to 
administer . me in a jealous draught, in order to 
quicken his passion. 

M. Gr. Sir, let me tell you 

M. God* Have^a care; you will betray yourself. 

Y. Wild. Oh, the whole story will afford you 
infinite diversion : such a farrago of sights and 
feasts. But, upon my honour, the girl has a fer- 
tile invention. 

M, God. So! what, that story was yours was it? 

F. Wild, Pray, madam, don't I hear another 
voice ? 

M, Gr. A distant relation of mine. Every 

syllable false. — But, sir, we have another charge 
ag^nst you. Do you know any thing of a lady 
at Abingdon ? 

Y. Wild. Miss Grantam again. Yes, madam, 
I have some knowledge of that lady. 
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M. Gr. You have ! Well, sir, and that being 

the case, how could you have the assurance 

' F. Wild. A moment's patience, madam. That 
lady, that Berkshire lady, will, I can assure you, 
prove no bar to my hopes. 

M. Gr, How, sir, no bar? 

Y, Wild, Not in the least, madam : for that 
lady exists in idea only. 

M. Gr. No such person. 

Y. Wild, A mere creature of the imagination. 

M. Gr, Indeed? 

Y. Wild. The attacks of Miss Gran tarn were 
so powerfully enforced, too, by paternal authority, 
that I had no method of avoiding the blow, but 
by sheltering myself under the conjugal shield. 

M. Gr. You are not married, then ? But 

what credit can I give to the professions of a man, 
who, in an article of such importance, and to a 
person of such respect 

Y. Wild. Nay, madam, surely Miss Godfrey 
should not accuse me of a crime her own charms 
have occasioned. Could any other motive but the 
fear of losing her, prevail on me to trifle with a 
father, or compel me to infringe those laws which 
I have hitherto so unavoidably observed ? 

M. Gr. What laws, sir? 

F. Wild. The sacred laws of truth, madam. 

M. Gr., There, indeed, you did yourself ah in- 
finite violence. But when the whole of the affair 
is discjovered, will it be so easy to get rid of Miss 
Grantam? the violence of her passion, and the 
old gentleman's obstinacy 

Y: Wild. Are nothing to a mind resolved. 

M. Gr. Poor Miss Grantam ! , 

F. Wild. Do you know her, madam ? 

M. Gr. I have heard of her : but yon, sir, 1 
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suppose, liave been long on an intimate foot" 
ing? 

F. Wild. Bred up together from children. 

M, Gr, Bravo! — Is she handsome? 

Y. Wild, Her paint comes from Paris, and her 
femme de chambre is an excellent artist. 

M. Gr. Very well ! — Her shape ? 

Y, Wild. Pray, madam, is not Curzon esteemed 
the best stay-maker for people inclined to be crooked? 

M. Gr. But, as to the qualities of her mind ; for 
instance, her understanding? 

Y. Mild. Uncultivated. 

M. Gr. Her wit ? 

Y. Wild. Borrowed. 

M. Gr Her taste ? 

F. Wild. Trifling. 

M. Gr. And her temper ? 

F. Wild, Intolerable. 

M. Gr, A finished picture. But come, these 
are not your real thoughts ; this is a sacrifice you 
think due to the vanity of our sex. 

F. Wild. My honest sentiments : and, to con- 
vince you how thoroughly indifi^erent I am to that 
lady, I would, upon my veracity, as soon take a 

wife from the Grand Signior's seraglio. Now, 

madam, I hope you are satisfied. 

M. Gr. Arid you would not scruple to acknow- 
ledge this before the lady's face ? 

F. Wild. The first opportunity. 

M. Gr. That 1 will take care to provide yau. 
Dare you meet me at her house ? 

Y. Wild. When ? 

M. Gr. In half an hour. 

F. Wild. But, wo'n't a declaration of this sort 
appear odd at a 

M, Gr. Come, no evasion ; your conduct and 
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character seem to me a- little equivocal, and I must 
insist on this proof, at least of 

F. Wild. You shall have it. 

M, Gr, In half an hour. 

r. mid. This instant. 

ili. Gr. Be punctual. 

Y. Wild. Or, may I forfeit your favour. 

M. Gr. Very well : till then, sir, adieu.—- 
Now, I thinly, I have my spark in the toil ; and if 
the fellow has any feeling, if I. don't make him 

smart for every particle Come, my dear, I 

shall stand in need of your aid. [Exeunt. 

Y. Wild. So ! I am now, I think, arrived at a 
critical period. If rl can hut weather this point 

But why should I douht it ? It is in the day 

of distress only that a great man displays his 
abilities. But I shall want Papillon : where can 
the puppy be 1 

Enter Papillon. 

Y. Wild. So, sir, where have you been ram- 
bling? « ' 

Pap. I did not suppose you would want 

Y. W^tVd. 'Want! — you are always out of the 
way. Here have I been forced to tell forty lies 
upon my own credit, and not a single soul to 
vouch for the truth of them. 

Pap. Lord, sir, you know 

. Y. Wild. Don't plague me with your apologies : 
but it is lucky for you that I want your assistance. 
Come with me to Miss Grantam's. 

Pap. On what occasion 7 

F. Wild. An important one: but I'll prepare 
you as we walk. 

Pap. Sir, I am really— —I could wish you would 
be so good as to -. 

VOL. II. M 
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Y, Wild. What, desert your frieiid io the heat 
of battle ! oh, you poltroon ! 

Pap. Sir, I would do any thin^, but you know 
I have not talents. 

F. Wild. I do ; and for my own sake shall not 
task them too high. 

Pap, Now I suppose the hour is come when 
we shall pay for all. 

Y, Wild, Why, ^bat a dastardly, hen-hearted 
- ' but come, Papillon, this shall be your last 
campaign. Don't droop, man ; confide in your 
leader, and remember, *' Sub auspice Teucro, nil 
desperandum." [Exeunt. 

SCENE — A Room. Enter a Servant, con- 
ducting in Old Wilding. 

Ser. My lady, sir, will be at home immediately. 
Sir James Elliot is in the next room waiting her 
return. 

O. Wild. Pray, honest friend, will you tell Sir 
James that I beg the favour of a word with him. 
[Exit Servant.] This unthinking boy ! Half the 
purpose of my life has been to plan this scheme for 
his hapi^iness, and in one heedless hour has he 
mangled all. 

Enter Sir James Elliot. 

Sir, I ask your pardon ; but upon so interesting 
a subject, I know you will excuse my intrusion. 
Pray, sir, of what credit is the family of the Spb^ 
thorps in Berkshire 1 

Sir J. Sir ! 

O. Wild, I don't mean as to property; that 
I am not so solicitous about ; but as to their cha- 
racter : do they live in reputation ? Are they 
respected in the neighbourhood ? 
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Sir J, The family of the Sybthorps ! 

O. Wild. Of the Sybthorps. 

Sir •/. Really, I don't know, sir. 

O. Wild. Not know ! 

Sir J. No ; it is the very first time I ever heard 
of the name. 

O.Wild. How steadily he denies it! Well 
done, baronet! I find Jack's account was a just 
one. [Aside."] Pray, Sir James, recollect your* 
self. 

Sir J. It would be to no purpose. 

O. Wild* Come, sir, your motive for this af- 
fected ignorance is a generous, but unnecessary 
proof of your friendship for my son : but 1 know 
the whole affair. 

Sir J. What afi'air ? 

O. Wild. Jack's marriage. 

Sir J. What Jack] 

O. Wild. My son Jack. 

Sir J. Is he married ? 

O. Wild. Is he married! why, you know he is. 

Sir J. Not I, upon my honour. 

O. Wild. Nay, that is going a little too far : but 
to remove all your scruples at once, he has owned 
it himself. 

Sir J. He has ? 

O. Wild. Aye, aye, to me. Every circum- 
stance : going to your new purchase at Abingdon 
— meeting Lydia Sybthorp at the assembly— their 
private interviews — surprised by the father — pis- 
Id-r-poker— 'and marriage; in short, every parti- 
c^la^. 

Sir •/. And this account you had from your son 7 

O. Wild. From Jack ; not two hours ago. 

Sir J. I wish you joy, sir. 

O.Wild. Not much of that, I believe. 


124 THE LIAR. 

Sir J. Why^ sir, does the marriage displease 
you? 

O. Wild, Doubtless. 

Sir J, Then I fancy you ma^ make yourself 
easy. 

O. Wild. Why so ? 

Sir J. You have got, sir, the most prudent 
daughter-in-law in the British dominions. 

0, Wild. It am happy to hear it. 

Sir J. For, although she may not have brought 
you much, I'm sure she'll not cost you^a farthing. 

O. Wild. Aye, exactly Jack's account. 

Sir J. She'll be easily jointured. 

O. Wild. Justice shall be done her. 

Sir J. No provision necessary for younger chil- 
dren. 

O. Wild, No, sir I why not ? — I can tell you, if 
she answers your account, not the daughter of a 
duke 

Sir J. Ha, ha, ha, ha! 

0. Wild. You are merry, sir. 

Sir J, What an unaccountable fellow ! 

O. Wild. Sir ! 

Sir J. I beg your pardon, sir. But with re- 
gard to this marriage — 

O. Wild. Well, sir ! 

Sir J. I take the whole history to be neither 
more nor less than absolute fable, 

O. Wild. How, sir ! 

Sir J. Even so. 

O. Wild. Why, sir, do you think my son would 
dare to impose upon me? 

Sir J. Sir, he would dare to impose upon any 
body. Don't I know him ? 

O. Wild, What do you know ? 

Sir J. I know, sir, that his narratives gain him 
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mote ftpplaUse ihau credit; and that, whether 
from coDstitutio0 or habit, th^re is do belieriog a 
syllable he says. 

O. Wild. Oh, mighty well, sir ! — He wants to 
turn the tables upon Jack. — But it wo'n't do; 
you are forestalled ; your novels wp'n't pass upon 
me. 

Sir J. Sir! 

O. Wild. Nor is . the character of nyr son to be 
blasted with the breath of a bouncer. 

Sir J, What is this? 

O. Wild. No, no,. Mr. Mandeville, it wo'n't do ; 
yoa are as well known here as in your own county 
of Hereford. 

Sir J, Mr. Wilding, but that I am sure this ex- 
travagant behavioiMT owes its rise to some impudent 
impositions of your son, your age would scarcely 
prove your protection. 

O. Wild. Nor, sir, but that I know my boy 
equal to the defence of his own honour, should he 
want.a protector in this arm, withered and impo* 
tent as you may think it. 

Enter Miss Grantam. 

M. Gr, Bless me, gentlemen, what is the mean- 
ing of this ? 

Sir J, No more, at present, sir : I have another 
demand upon your son ; weil settle the whole to- 
gether. 

O. Wild. I am sure he will do you justice. 

M. Gr. How, Sir James Elliot! I flattered 
myself that you had finished your visits here, sir. 
Must I be the eternal object of your outrage ? not 
only insulted in my own person, but in that of my 
friends ! Prayj sir, what right = — 

O. Wild. Madam, I ask your pardon ; a dis- 

M 2 
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agreeable occasion brought me here : I come, ma- 
dam, to renounce all hopes of being nearer allied 
to you, my sou, unfortunately, being married al- 
ready. 

M. Gr. Married ! 

Sir J, Yes, madam, to a lady in the clouds ; 
and because I have refused to acknowledge her 
family, this old gentleman has behaved in a man- 
ner very inconsistent with his usual politeness. 

O. Wild. Sir, I thought'this affair was to be re- 
served for another occasion ; but you, it seems — 

Af. Gr. Oh, is that the business ? — Why, I be- 
gin to be afraid that we are here a little in the 
wrong, Mr. Wilding. 

0. Wild. Madam ! 

M. Gr. Your son has just confirmed Sir James 
Elliot's opinion, at a conference under Miss God- 
frey's window. 

O. Wild. Is it possible ? 

M. Gr. Most true ; and assigned two most 
whimsical motives for the unaccountable tale. 

O. Wild. What can they be ? 

M. Gr. An aversion for me, whom he has seen 
but once, and an affection for Miss Godfrey, 
whom I am almost sure he never saw in his life. 

O. Wild. You amaze me. ^ 

M. Gr, Indeed, Mr. Wilding, your son is a 
most extraordinary youth , he has finely perplexed 
us all. I think. Sir James, you have a small ob- 
ligation to him. 

Sir J. Which I shall take care to acknowledge 
the first opportunity. 

O. Wild. You have my consent. An abandoned 
profligate ! was his father a proper subject for his 
— But I discard him. 

M. Gr. Nay, now, gentlemen, you are rather 
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too warm : I can't think Mr. Wilding bad-hearted 
at the bottom. This is a levity 

O. Wild, How, madam ! a levity ! 

M. Gr. Take my word for it, no more ; in- 
"flamed into hahit by the approbation of his juve- 
nile friends. Will you submit his punishment to 
me? I think I have the means in my hands, both 
to satisfy your resentments, and accomplish his 
cure into the bargain. 

Sir J. I have no quarrel with him, but for the 
ill o£Sces he has done me with you. 

Af. Gr. D'ye hear, Mr. Wilding ? I am afraid 
my opinion [coinciding] with Sir James's must ce- 
ment the general peace. 

O. Wild, Madam, I submit to any — 

Enter a Servant. 

Sa\ Mr. Wilding, to wait upon you, madam. 

[Exit. 

M. Gr. He id punctual, I find. Come, good 
folks, you must act under my direction. You, 
sir, will get froni your son, by what means you 
think fit, the real truth of the Abingdon business. 
Yott must likewise seemingly consent to his mar- 
riage with Miss Godfrey, who, I shrewdly sus- 
pect, he has by some odd accident mistaken for 
me : the lady herself shall appear at your call. 
Come, Sir James, you will withdraw. I intend 
to produce another performer, who will want a 
little instruction. Kitty. 

Enter Kitty. 

Let John show Mr. Wilding in to his father; then 
come to my dressing-room : I have a short scene 
to give you to study. [Ext* Kitty] The girl is lively, 
and, I warrant, will do her character justice. 
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Come, Sir James. Nay, no ceremony ; we must 
be as busy as bees. [Exeunt, 

O. Wild. This strange boy ! — But I must com- 
mand my temper. 

V, Wild, [speaking €^ he enters.] ' t*eople to 
speak with me \ See what they want, Papiilon, — 
My father here ! that's unlucky enough. 

O. Wild. Ha, Jack ! what brings you here 1 

Y, Wild. Why, I thought it my duty to wait 
upon Miss Grantam, in order to make her some 
apology for the late unfortunate — r- 

O. Wild. Well now, that is prudently, as well 
as politely done. > 

F. Wild. I am happy, sir, to meet with your 
approbation. 

O. Wild. I have been thinking. Jack, about my 
daughter-in-law: as the affair is public, it is not 
decent to let her continue longer at her father's. 

Y. Wild. Sir! 

0. Wild. Would it not be right to send for her 
home ? 

Y. Wild. Doubtless, sir. 

O. Wild. I think so. Why, then, to-morrow 
■ my chariot shall fetch her. 

Y. Wild. The devil it shall ! [Aside.] Not 
quite so soon, if you please, sir, 

O. Wild. No ! why not ? 

F. Wild. The journey may be dangerous in her 
present condition. 

0. Wild. What's the matter wjth her ? 

Y. Wild. She is big with child, sir. 

O. Wild. An audacious-'— Big with child ! that 
is . unfortunate. But, however, an easy carriage 
and short stages cannot hurt her. 

F. Wild. Pardon me, sir, I dare not trust her : 
she is six months gone. 
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O. fFtld. Nay, then, there may be danger in- 
deed. But should not I write to her father, just 
to let him know that you have discovered [dis- 
clased] the secret. 

F. IVild. By all means, sir, it will make him 
extremely happy. 

O. Wild, Why, then, I will instantly about it. 
Pray how do you direct to him? 

y. Wild, Abingdon, Berkshire. 

O. Wild. True, but his address ? 

y. Wild, You need not trouble yourself, sir : 
1 shall write by this post to my wife, and will 
send your letter enclosed. 

O. WUd. Aye, aye, that will do. [Going.] 

Y. Wild, So, I have parried that thrust. 

O. Wild. Though, upon second thoughts. Jack, 
ihat will rather look too familiar for an introduc- 
tory letter. 

F. Wild. Sir ! 

O. Wild, And these country gentlemen are full 

of punctilio No, I'll send him a letter apart ; 

so give me his direction. 

F. Wild, You have it, sir. 

O. Wild. Ay, but his name : I have been so 
hurried that I have entirely forget it. 

F. Wild. I am sure so have I. [AHde.] His 
aatne — his name, sir — Hopkins. 

O.Wild. Hopkins! 

Y. Wild, Yes, sir. 

O, Wild, That is not the same name that you 
gave me before : that, if I recollect, was either 
Sypthorp, or Sybthorp. 

F. Wild. You are right, sir ; that is his pater- 
nal appellation ; but the name of Hopkins he took 
for an estate of his mother's : so he is indisgrimi- 
oately called Hopkins or Sybthorp; and, now I 
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recollect, I have his letter in my pocket — he signs 
himself Sifhtkorp Hopkins, . 

O. HHld, There is no end of this : I must stop 
him at once. Hark'ye, sir, I think you are called 
my son. 

F. Wild, I hope, sir, you have no reason to 
doubt it. 

O. Wild. And look upon yourself -as a gentleman? 

F. Wild, In having the honour of descending 
from you. 

O. Wild. And' that you think a sufficient pre- 
tension ? 

F. Wild. Sir — pray sir — 

O. Wild. And, by what means do you imagine 
your ancestors obtained that distinguishing title ? 
By their pre-eminence in virtue, I suppose. 

F. Wild. Doubtless, sir. 

O. Wild. And, has it never occurredto you, that 
what was gained by honour might be lost by in- 
famy ? 

F. Wild, Perfectly, sir. 

O. Wild, Are you to learn what redress even 
the imputation of a lie demands, and that nothing 
less than the life of the adversary can extinguish 
the affront. 

F. WUd, Doubtless, sir. 

O. Wild. Then, how dare you call yourself a 
gentleman ! You, whose whole life has been one 
continued scene of fraud and falsity ! And would 
nothing content you but making me a partner in 
your infamy? Not satisfied with violating that 
great band of society, mutual confidence, the 
most sacred rights of nature must be invaded, 
and your father made the innocent instrument to 
circulate your abominable impositions ! 

F. Wild. But, sir ! , 
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O. Wild. Within this hour my life was near 
being sacrificed in defence of your fame. But, 
perhaps, that was your intention, and the story of 
your marriage merely calculated to send liie out 
of the world, as a grateful return for my bringihg 
you. into it 

F. Wild. For heaven's sake, sir ! 

O. Wild. What other motive ? 

F. Wild. Hear me, I entreat you, sir — 

O. Wild. To be again imposed on! no/ Jack, 
my ^yes are opened at last. 

F. Wild, By all that is sacred sir 

O. Wild. I am now deaf to your delusions. 

F. Wild. But hear me, sir. I own the Abing- 
don business 

O. Wild. An absolute fiction ? 

F. Wild. I do. 

O. Wild. And how dare you 

F. Wild. I crave but a moment's audience. 

O. Wild. Go on. 

F. Wild. Previous to the communication of 
your intention for me, I accidentally met with a 
lady whose charms 

O. Wild. So ! What, here's another marriage 
trumped up ; but that, too, is a stale device. And 
pray, sir, what place does this lady inhabit? 
Come, come, go on ; you have a fertile invention, 
and this is a fine opportunity. Well, sir, and 
this charming lady, residing, I suppose, in nu- 
lnbu9 

F. Wild. No, sir; in London. 
O. ^tW. In deed. 

F. Wild, Nay, more, and at this instant in this 
house. 

O. Wild. And her name 

F. Wild. Godfrey. 
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O. Wild. The friend of Miss Grantam ? 

Y. Wild, The very same, sir. 

O. Wild. Have you spoke to her ? 

Y' Wild. Parted from her not ten minntes agfo ; 
nay, am here by her appointment. 

O. Wild. Has she favoured your addressee? 

F. Wild. Time, sir, and your approbation, will, 
1 hope— — 

O. Wild* Look'ye, sir ; as there is some, little 
probability in this story, I shall think it . worth 
farther inquiry. To be plain with you, I know 
Miss Godfrey ; am intimate with her family : and 
though you deserve but little from me, I will en- 
deavour to aid your intention. But, if in the pro- 
gress of this affair, you practise any of your usual 
arts ; if I discover the least falsehood, the least 
duplicity, remember, you have lost a father. 

Y. Wild. I shall submit without a murmur. 

[Exit Old Wilding. 

Enter Papillon. 

r. WUd. Well, Papillon. 

Pap. Sir, here has been the devil to pay within. 

F. WUd. What's the matter? 

Pap. A whole legion of cooks, confectioners, 
musicians, waiters, and watermen. 

F. Wild. What do they want ? 

Pap. You, sir. 

F. Wild. Me! ' 

Pap. Yes, sir ; they have brought in their bills. 

F. Wild. Bills ! for what ? 

Pap. For the entertainment you gave last.night 
upon the water. 

F. Wild. That / gave ! 

Pap. Yes, sir, you remeipber tbe^bill of.fare: 
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I am sure the very mention of it makes .my mouth 
water. 

Y.fVild, Pry'thee, are you mad? There must 
be some mistake: you know th^t 1 — 

Pap. They have been vastly puzzled « to find 
out your lodgings ; but Mr, Robinson meeting, by 
accident, with Sir James Elliot, he was kind 
enough to tell him where you lived. Here are 
the bills: Almack's, twelve dozen of claret, ditto: 
Champagne, Frontiniac, sweatmeats, pine-apples; 
the whole amount is £372 : 98. besides music, and 
fireworks. 

Y. Wild. Come, sir, this is no . time for trifling. 

Pap. Nay, sir, they say they have gone full as 
low as they can afford ; and they were in hopes, 
from the great satisfaction you expressed to Sir 
James Elliot, that you would throw them in an 
additional compliment. 

Y. Wild. Hark'ye, Mr. PapUlon, if you don't 
cease your impertinence, I shall pay you a compli- 
ment that you would gladly excuse [the recei[$t of.] 

Pap. Upon my faith, I relate but the mere mat- 
ter of fact. You know, sir, I am but bad at in- 
vention ; though this incident I cannot help think- 
ing is the natural fruit of your happy one. 

Y. Wild, But are you serious 1 is this possible ? 

Pap, Most certain. It was with . difficulty I 
restrained their impatience ; but, however,.! have 
despatched them to your lodgings, with a promise 
that yon shall immediately meet them. 

Y. Wild. Oh, there we shall soon rid our hands 
of. the troop. — Now, Papillon, I : have news for 
you. My father, has got to the bottom of ? the. 
whole Abingdon business. 

Pap. The deuce ! 

VOL. If. N 
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F. Wtld, We parted this moment. Such a 
scene ! 

Pap. And what was the issue ? 

F. fVild. Happy, beyond tny hopes ; not only an 
act of oblivion; but a promise to plead my cause 
with the fair. 

Pap. With Miss Godfrey? 

Y. Wild. Who else ? — He is now with her in 
another room. 

Pap. And there is no — you understand me — 
in all this ? 

Y. Wild. No, no: that is all over, now — ^my 
reformation is fixed. 

Pap. As a weather-cock. 

Y. Wild. Here comes my father. 

Enter Old Wilding. 

O. Wild. Well, sir, I find in this last article 
[of intelligence] you have condescended to tell me 
the truth : the young lady is not averse to your 
union [with her] ; but in order to fix so mutable a 
mindy I have drawn up a slight contract, which 
you are both to sign. 

Y. Wild. With transport. 

O. Wild. I will introduce Miss Godfrey. [JSxt7. 

Y. WUd. Did not I tell you, Papillon ? 

Papi This is «maann]g, indeed. 

Y. Wild^ Am not I a happy, fortunate? — 
But they come. 

.. Enter Old Wilding and Miss Godfiiey. 

O. Wild. If, madam^ he hasr not the highest 
settse of the great honour you- do him, I shall 

cease to regard him. ^There, sir, make your ' 

own acknowledgments to that lady. 

Y. Wild. Sir I 
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O. Wild, This is more than you merit: but 
let your future behaviour testify your gratitude. 

Y. Wild. Papillon ! Madam ! Sir ! 

O. Wild. What, is the puppy petrified ! Why 
don't you go up to the lady I 

Y. Wild. Up to the lady /—That lady ! 

O. Wild. That lady !— To be sure. What 
other lady ?— To Miss Godfrey \ 

Y. Wild. That lady Miss Godfrey I 

O. Wild. What is all this ? — Hark'ye, sir : I see 
what you are at : But no trifling; Til be no more 
the dupe of your double^ detestable — KecoUect 
my last resolution : this instant your hand to the 
contract, or tremble at the consequence. 

F. Wild. Sir, that I hope is might not I 

to be sure 

O. Wild. No further evasions ! There, sir. 

Y. Wild. Heigh ho. [Signs it.'\ 

O. Wild. Very well. Now, madam> your name 
if you please^ 

F. Wild, Papillon, do you know who she is ? 

Pap. That's a question indeed! Don't you, sir? 

F. Wild. Not I, as I hope to be saved. 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. A young lady begs to speak with Mr. 
Wilding. 

F. Wild. With me ! 

M. God. A young lady with Mr. Wilding ! 

Ser, Seems distressed, madam, and extremely 
pressing for admittance. 

M. God. Indeed ! There may be something in 
this ! You must permit me, sir, to pause a little : 
who knows but a prior claim may prevent — 

O. Wild. How, sir, who is this lady? 

F. Wild. It is impossible for me to divine, sir. 
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O.Wild. You know nothing of her ? 

F. Wild. How should I ? 

O. Wild. You hear, madam. 

M. God. I presume your son can have no ob- 
jection to the lady's appearance. 

. Wild. Not in the least, madam. 

M. God. Show her in, John. Exit, 

0. Wild. No, madam, I do not think there is 
the least room for suspecting him ; he cannot be 

so abandoned as to But she is here. Upon 

my word, a sightly woman. 

Enter Kitty as Miss Sybthorp. 

Kitty. Where is he? — Oh, let me throw my 
arms my life my 

Y. Wild, Heyday ! [avoids her embraces. 

Kitty. And could you leave me ? and for so 
long a space ? Think how the tedious time has 
lagg'd along. 

Y. Wild. Madam ! 

Kitty. But we are met at last, and now will 
part^nomore. 

y. Wild. The deuce we wo'n't ! 

Kitty, What, not one kind look, no tender 
word to hail our second meeting ! 

Y. Wild. What the devil is all this ? 

Kitty. Are all your oaths, your protestations, 
come to this ? have I deserved such treatment ? 
Quitted my father's house, left all my friends, 
and wandered here alone in search of thee, thou 
first, last, only object of my love. 

0. Wild. To what can all this tend ? Hark'ye, 
«ir, unriddle this mystery. 

Y. Wild. " Davus, non CEdipus, sum,** It is 
beyond me, I confess. Some lunatic escaped 
from her keeper, I suppose. 
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Kittj/. Am I disowned then, coQtemDedysIighted? 

0. Wild. Hold; let me inquire, into this matter 

a little. Pray, madam You seem to be pretty 

familiar here — Do you know this gentleman ? 

Kitti/. Too well. 

O. Wild. His name ? 

Kiltji/. Wilding. 

O. Wild. So far she is right. Now yours» if 
you please. 
Kiitif. Wilding! 
Omnes. Wilding. 

O. Wild. And how came you by that name, 
pray? 

Kitty. Most lawfully, sir : by the sacred bond, 
the holy tie that made us one. 

0. Wild. What, married to him ! 

Kitty. Most true. 

Omnea, How! 

F. Wild, Sir, may I never — 

O. FTt/d. Peace, monster! — : One question 

more : your maiden name ? 

Kitty. Sybthorp. 

O. Wild. Lydia, from Abingdon, in the county 
of Berks? 

Kitty. The same. 

0. Wild, As I suspected. So, then, th^ whole 
story is true, and the monster is married at last. 

Y. Wild. Me, sir ! But all that's 

O. Wild. Eternal dumbness seize thee, mea- 
sureless liar ! 

F. Wild. If not me, hear this gentleman-^ — 

Marquis 

Pap. Not 1 : I'll be drawn into none of your 
scrapes : it is a pit of your own digging, and so 
get out as well as you can. Meantime I'll shift 
for myself. [Exit. 

n2 
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O.Wild. What evasion now, mqnster ? 

M. God. Deceiver ! 

O. Wild. Liar ! 

M. God. Impostor ! 

Y. Wild, Why, this is a general combination to 
distract me ; but T will be heard. Sir, you are 
grossly imposed upon : the low contriver of this wo- 
man's shallow artifice, I shall soon find means to 
discover; and as to you, madam, with whom I 
have been suddenly surprised into a contract, I 
most solemnly declare this is the first time I ever 
sat eyes on you. 

O. Wild. Amazing confidence ! Did not I brin^ 
her at your own request? 

Y. Wild. No. 

M. God. Is not this your own letter ? 

Y. Wild. No, 

Kitty. Am not I your wife ? 

Y. Wild. No. 

O. Wild. Did not you own it to me ? 

Y. Wild. Yes — ^that is— no, no. 

Kitty. Hear me. 

Y.Wild. No. 

M. God. Answer me, 

O. Wild. No. 

O. Wild. Have not I 

Y. Wild. No, no, no. Zounds you are all mad, 
and if I stay I shall catch the infection. [Exit, 

Enter Sir James Eluot and Miss Gramtam. 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha ! 

M. Or. Finely performed. 

O. Wild. You have kept your promise, andl 
thank you, madiEim. 

M. Gr. My medicine was somewhat rough, sir ^ 
but in desperate cases, you know 
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O. Wild, If his cure is complete, he will grate- 
fully acknowledge the cause ; if not, the punish- 
ment comes far short of his crime. It is needless 
to pay you any coDipliments, Sir James; with 
that lady you cannot fail to be happy. I shall not 
venture to hint a scheme I have greatly at heart, 
until we have undeniable proofs of the success of 
our operations. To the ladies, indeed, no cha- 
racter is so dangerous as that of a liar. 

They in the fairest fames can fix a flaw, 
And vanquish females whom they never saw. 




EPILOGUE. 

BETWEEN 

Miss GRANTAM and Old WILDING. 


By a Man of Fashion, 


] 


M, Gr. Hold, sir. 
Our plot concluded, and strict justice done. 
Let me be heard as counsel for your son. 
Acquit I can't, I mean to mitigate : 
Proscribe all lying, what would be the fate 
Of this and every other earthly state ? 
Consider, sir, if once you cry it down, 
Youll shut up ev'ry coffee-house in town : 
The tribe of politicians will want food ; 
Ev»n now half-famished— for the public good. 
All Grub-street murderers of men and sense. 
And every oflBce of intelligence, 
All would be bankrupts, the whole lying race. 
And no gazette to publish their disgrace. 

O. Wild. Too mild a sentence : must the good and great 
Patriots be wronged, that booksellers may eat? 

JH. Gr. Your patience, sir ; yet hear another word. 
Turn to that hall where justice wields her sword: 
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Think in what narrow limits you would draw. 
By this proscription, all the sons of law : 
For« 'tis the fixed, determin'd rule of courts, 
Vyner will tell you, nay, ev*n Coke's reports* 
All pleaders may, when difficulties rise. 
To gain one truth, expend a hundred lies. 

O. Wild. To curb this practice I am somewhat loath; 
A lawyer has no credit but on oath. 

M, Gr, Then, to the softer sex some favour show : 
Leave us possession of our modest — no I ^ 

O. WUd, Oh, freely, ma'am, we'll that allowance give, 
So that two noes be held affirmative. 
Provided evef, that your pish and fie. 
On all occasions should be deem'd a lie. 

M, Gr. Hard terms! 
On this rejoinder, then, I rest my cause ; 
Should all pay homage to Truth's sacred laws. 
Let us examine what would be the case : 
Why many a great man would be out of place. 

O. Wild* Twould many a virtuous character restore. 

M, Gr. But take a character from many more. 

O. WUd, Though on the side of bad the balance fall. 
Better to find few good, than fear for all. 

JIf. Gr, Strong are your reasons ; yet^ ere I sabmit, 
I mean to take the voices of the pit. 
Is it your pleasures that we make a rule,. 
That every liar be proclaimed a fool. 
Fit subjects for our author's ridicule ? 


} 
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REMARKSv 


Whethsr Ae persons Whose characters were 
iaken off hv Mr. !Foote in this piece be pr be not 
considered legitimate^ objects of satire, let us not ' 
stop here to inquire ; but, that the spirit for «]eo« 
turin^ and haranguin|; on matters of tastet, which 
then predominated, and has recently l)roke out 
afresh, ought to be put down, none can deny, who 
rightly estimate the puppyism such a mode of 
teaching is calculated to engender. More people 
mount the rostrum, and attempt to lead away 
opinion than are capable of expressing their feel- 
ings intflligibly : genuine oratory may. be acquired, 
caught, or learnt by practice, but cannot be 
taught in ore rUtundo, though unfledged aspirants 
may in this manner learn to rub off their rusticity or 
provincialism. But when these latter turn teachers 
— Heaven - bless their endeavours, and defend us 
from their inculcations ! — ^The sight. is too prepos- 
terous to be borne silently, for the sounds carry 
home their own condemnation in every sentence. 

One of these/ in the year 1762, was delivering 
VOL. II. o 
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his oracles on ^* the Art of Eloicution'^ and ** the 
Art of Reading/' Irish-English, whom Foote 
B&Wy with his usual perspicacity, required cor- 
rection. This was Thomas Sheridan, the oldest 
arrival of that name from Ireland; and him did 
our satirist very happily imitate in style and man- 
ner, whilst the arch obliauity of recommending 
the annual importation or Irish and provincial 
teachers of the art, that we might possess a con- 
stant fresh supply of rare dfalecncs, was as highly 
relished by one part of the audience as it was 
pungently felt by the objects aimed at. 

ne Orators was lirst performed at the Hay- 
market-theatre in the summer of 1762, at the 
same hour at noon as Sheridan mounted his lec- 
tdrii^g hobby, AnA di^eV dit* mucli of tU tedeher's 
iitidiences. But tb^^e hdd ^ot hehi iitlended 
^' With great success,'^ ^H $(h^ri<laii*S 6diliitrymaii, 
William Cootce, daid 6f the^, if by ^' shccess'^ we 
kre to iihdi^r^tand berle/ii to his hearers ; for the 
ibi^ticitl &kid froth of siiOh altemffts sbori became visi- 
t>fe, th^ t^acher'iS ch&ir failed to be regardcfd with < 
tiispect b;^ the English, and th^ numbers thinned 
^t the r^p^tltioii df ^ach course. It >ras announcea 
h% "k Lecture oli Oratory," of which, indeed, the 
drst dct is a fine burlesque, that id afterwards sup- 
tibit^d by ^iamples at the bar afid in tlte Adtt^e. 
At ite tHivki in I'^OT, and 1762, tfte^e pUrts fe- 
k^4\^i high jitauditls, when neither th6 House of* 
the ba:]'StOdd Very ^ell in public ^stiihdtidi], i(St 
thisjAidpte hkd beeii cajoled by both. 

Tb^ Ibii^-Mrinded introducloi^ Speech of Foote 
y^ould, dt th^ present day, prove ti^dious in the ir^- 
j^r^sl^ntatfon ; and the grotesque casuistry of it^ 
pefiodSi i^ailive are given to understand, supported 
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by an affected mode of delivety. The character 
of pqpi^ld andhb^rgiiippqtatiTeiirQp^nsiij^;!^ ^ell 
managed, and ioclud^es ^n i^i^^l]ei\t i;fDvJ^ ^ 
Scotch Orators and Oratory, ' . 


The performers were named without the cba- 
TActers, both at its coming out, and at its revival, 
thus : — 


Lecturer 


Pupils 


1762. 
JIfr. Foote, 
•Mr, Westony 
Mr.M^George, 
Mr. Qttiii, 
Mr, Bannister, 
Mr. WUHtms, 
Mr, Young, 
Mr, Booth, 
Mr, J. Palmer, 
Mr. Kickia, 
Mr, Somers, 
Mr. Pearce, 


CHARACTERS. 

SCAMPERy 
TiREHACKy 

Ephraim Suds, 
Donald McGregor, 
Counsellor Prosequi^ 
Justice, 
Snuffer. 


I76T. 
Mr, Foote, 
Mr, Weston, 
Mr, Pynn, 
JUr, Quiek. 
Mr, Bannister, 
Mr, Dads, 
Mr, Loveman, 
Mr. Castle, 
Mr, J, Palmer, 
Mr, Strange, 
Mr, Smith. 
Mr, Pearce, 
Mr, Keen. 
Mr, Gardiner, 
Mr, Newton, 
Mr. Shuter. 


SCENE-^The Stage itself. 


THE 

ORATORS. 


ACT I.^gCElfE h 

Enter Will Tirehack ^fttf B^istjtr 8gam- 

pfiRy A^«^cf» .^^ fl^ Vkv in their Bmd9t into a 
Side-box, 

Spam. Pshaw! zounds! prithea. Will, let us 
go ; what siguifies our staying here ? 

Ttre. Nay, but tarry a little ; besides, you 
know we promised to give Poll Bayli^ and ![|ett 
Skinner the meeting. 

Scam. No matter, we shall be sure to find them 
at three, at the Shakspeare. 

Tire. But as we ai:e l^ejrey Ha^rry, let us know a 
little what it's about. 

^cam. About ! Why lectures, you fo^ ! Have 
not yoif read t^e bills? and we haye plenty of 
them at Oxford, you know ! 

tire. Well, but for all that, there may be fup. 

Seam. Why, then, stay and enjoy it yourself^ 
apd I'll step to the Bull pind Gate, and call upon 
Jerry Lack-Latin and my horse. We shall $.ee 
you ^t three. [Rising. 

Tire. "Neiy, but, prithee, stay. 

o 2 
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Scam. Rpt me if I do. [Going out of the box. 

Tire. HalloOy Harry; Harry — 

Scam. Welly what's the matter now? [Returning. 

Tire, Here's Poll Baylis just come into the 
igallery. 

Scam, No 

Tire, She is, by — 

Scam. Yes, faith! it is she, sure enough. — 
How goes it, Poll? . [Looking, 

Tire. WcU, we shall have you now, 1 hope ? 

Scam, Ay, if 1 thought we should get any fun. 

Tire, I'll make inquiry* Halloo! snuffers, 
snuffers. 

Candle-snuffer, Your pleasure, sir? 

Ttre, What is all this business about here ? 

Snuff. Can't say, ^ir. 

Scam, Well, but you could if you would let 
us into the secret. 

Snvff, Not I, upon my honour ! 

Tire, Your honour, you son of a whore ! D'ye 
hear, bid your master come. hither, we want to 
ask him a question. 

Snvff, I will— [Exit. 

Tire. Scamper, will you ask him, or shall I ? 

Scam, Let me alone to him — 

Enter TooTJL. 

lire. O ! here he is — 

Foote, Your commands with me, gentlemen ? 

Scam. Why, you must know,. Will and I here 
are upon a scheme frpm Oxford; and, because 
cash begins to run low — How much have you. 
Will ? 

Tire. Three^and-twenty shillings, besides the 
crown I paid at the door. 

Scam* And I eighteen ; now, as this will last 
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US but to-Dighty we are willing to husband our 
time ; let us see. Will, how are we engaged ? 

Tire. Why, at three, with Bett and Poll, there, 
at the Shakspeare; after that to the Coronation ;* 
for you know we have seen it but nine times — 

Scam. And then back to the Shakspeare 
again ; where we sup, and take horse at the door. 
Tire. So, there's no time to be lost, you 9ee ; 
"Wjs desire, therefore, to know what sort of a 
thing this affair here of yours is? What, is it 
damn'd funny and pomical? 

Foote. Have you not seen the bills ? 
Scam. What, about the lectures? ay, but that's 
all slangff I suppose; bo, no—No tricks upon 
travellers ; no, we know better — ^What, are there 
any more of you; or do yoV>do it all yourself? 

Foote. If I were in want of comedians [per-' 

formers] you, gentlemen, are kind enough to lend 

me a lift; but, upon my word, my intentions, as 

the bill will infdrm you, are serious 

Tire. Are they f then I'll have my money 
again. What, do you think we come to Lon^ 
don to learn any thing ?-^Come9 Will. [Going. 
Foote. Hold, gentlemen, I would detain you, 
if possible. What is it you expect? . 
Scam. To be jolly, and laugh, to be sure^-* 
Foote. At what t 

Tire. *• At what !"--^damn me, I don't know — 
at you, and your frolicks and fancies — 

Foote. If that is all you desire,, why, perhaps 
we shall not disappoint you. — 

Scam, Sha'n't you ? — ^why, that is. an honest felr 
low— come^ begin— 


w^m 


* A repreientatioii of that ceremony. 

t SiMg is used here for i^ceptww language. 
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Fooie, But you will be so kind as not to in- 
terrupt me ? 

Seam, Never fear— — 

FoUe, Ladies and gendemeo — 

{SuDs/ronB the opposite box calls to FooTE, and 
H4fps him ^ort. 

Suds, Stop a impute ; may I be permitted to 
^peak? 

Foots, DoubdesSy sir — 

Suds, Why die affair i? this : my wife Alice — 
for you must know my name is Ephraim Suds, I 
am a soap-boiler in the city^— ^took it into her 
head, and nothing would serve her turn, but that 
I qnust be a commoa-eouncU man this year ; for 
aays Alice, says she, It is the onliest way to rise 
in the world. 

Fi^ote, A just observation — ^you succeeded ? 

Suds, Oh ! there was no danger of that — yes, 
fl^esy I got it |ill hollow ; but now to come to the 
marrow of the business. Well, Alice, savs I, 
to her, now I am chosen, what's next to be done ? 
^' Why now, says Alice, mys she, thee must 
Ij^rn to make speeches ; why, dost not see yrhot 
purferaient neif^bour Grogram has got? Why 
man, 'tis all brought about by his speechifying. 
I tell thee what, £phraim, if thee canst but ouce 
learn to lay down the law, there's no knowing to 
what thee mayst rise." 

Foots, Your lady had reason. 

Suds,, Why, I thought so too; and, as good 
luck would have it, who should come into the 
cily, uk the very nick .of time, but master Profes- 
sor along with his lectures — ^Adod, away in a 
Juury, Alice and I danced to Pewterers' Hall.* 

* Psfqjlfrtrf^ U<di» ,Our juiottitots of 4;i^ celebrity 


THE ORATORS. 143 

Fooie. You iniproved, I hop^ ? 

Sudif, O lud ! it is unknown what knowledge 
we got; we can read-^ohl we never stop to spell 
a word now — and then he told us such things 
about verbsy and nouns, and adverbs, that never 
entered our. heads before, and emphasis and 
accent ;. heaven bless us I I did not think there 
bad been such things in all the world. 
. Facte.. And have yon. speechified yet? 

Suds. Soft ;. soft and fair ; we must walk be* 
fore we can run<^I think I have laid a pretty 
good foundation. The< Mansion-house was not 
buUt in a day, Madter Foote. But to go on with 
my tale ; my dame one day looking over the papers, 
came irunning to me ; now Ephraim, says she, 
tby. business is done; rare news, lad; here is a 
man at the other end of t;he town, that will make 
thee a speecher at once, and out she pulled your 
projpiosaU. Ah, Alice, says I, thee be'st but a 
fool, why I kjQow that man, he is all upon his fun ; 
he lecture — why, 'tis all [noughQ but a bam. — 
Well, 'tis but seeing, says she, so, wolens nolens^ 
she would have xne come hither ; now, if so be you 
be serious, I shall think my money wisely be- 
stowed ; but if it be only your comical works, I 
can tell you, you shall see me no more. . 

Foote. Sir, I should be extremely sorry to lose 
you ; if I but knew what would content you. 

Suds. Why» I want to be made an orator on,*^ 
and to speak speeches, as I tell you,, at our 
meetings, about politics, and peace, and ad- 

fledged their ifir at oratorical flights at some of those six- 
penny assemblages which were held» from time to time* at 
the Hidls' Qf the minor city companies^ 
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dresses, and the new bridge,^ aod all them kiad of 
Ibings. 

Foote, Why, with your happy talents I should 
think much might be done. 

Suds. I am proud to hear you say so. indeed i 
am. I did speechify onoe at a vestry, concerning 
new lettering the church buckets, and came off 
'cutely enough ; and, to say the truth, that was the 
thing that provoked me to go to Pewterert^ HalL 

{Sits down again* 

Ibpte. Well, sir, I flatter myself, that in pro- 
portion to the difference of abilities in your two 
instructors, you will here make a tolerable prd- 
gresfi. But, noWf sir, with your favour, we w^ill 
proceed to explain the nature of our design | and I 
hope, in ihe process, you, gentlemen, will fiiid 
enteftainmeat, and you, sir, information. [Mr. 
FooTB then proceeds in his lecture.] My plan, 
f^endemen, is to be considered as a superstructure 
ott that adi^irabte foundation laid by the modem 
professor of ETigK$h,f both our labours tending to 
the same general end; the perfeetioning of our 
eoqntrymen in a most essential article — the right 
use of their native language. 

But what he has happily begun, I have Ae 
vanity to think I have as happily finished : he has, 
it . is triie, injbroduced you into the body of 4he 
church, but I conduct you into the choir of the 
cathedral : or, to explain myself by a more fami- 
liar allusion, though he is the Poitier w)io teaches 

* New bridge. That at Blai^k&iars w^ tliea in ^pnt^ffi* 
plation. 

t Sheridan was the professor of English oratory ht in- 
tended to deride. See <' Remarlcs," at page 136. 
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yoii Ihd 9te{) ami febe grcfunds ; vet I am the 
QalUm* wh6 gtVes j^oif the air aiia the graee of 
the miau^t* 

His aim iieI propriety alone ; mioe propiety with 
elegance; 

For, thoQgh reading— so shamefulty neglected^ 
not only by those of tender jears» but the adult ; 
licit only by children, but ey^ by grown men and 
women ; not only in our private seminaries, but 
iii out public imiverBitie8--^i8 Allowed to bd c^ ne- 
liesiary ihgredieat towards the formation of am 
otutor i yeii a great m^iiy other rules, a. great 
mtinj oth^r precepts^ Are requiisite for bim to attaid 
perfecrtfOff. 

Nayi perhftps we hiigbt add — to support an ar^- 
gttnfent without the dadg^r of a defidat^ (at least 
if we may trust observation,) Hiat> of all the piv^ 
fimio^ that require verbal intercourse with the 
piibHe, there is none in which reddin|| is of so litde 
utility tfs in that of oratory. 

I iDded not insist upoii this lieadi a^ I bekeve 
^v^^ gsentleman's experience wiH furnish him with 
instances of inen eminent in oratory,! who^ from 
an early vivacity have neglected^ or liie indulgence 
of their parents hate been enmacipated from the 
attention ahd dppHcatioh hec^ssak-y, it is triie> to 
acqtiird this rugged art, but at the same time 9^ 
Ul-ftaited to thieir tender years^ and 1^0 opposite to 
dtose ifinodent amuseiheiifs in which chiklivii ar^ 
I^KfVrn ffhiVeii»aUy to ^fif^t. Jinbdrtnot a Mid, 
im ifi&U 9poil his tefbpert^—is, br at least Ought to 
b^^liii Efelf lish pt^verb^ as it is en imiversal prdctic^ 

i WemM not here be understood to depreciate 


Pdtier, Gallihi: t\to ftnineht daticfeM of thftt |>«rida^ 
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tbe .iisefolness of reading, or to jdetra:ct from the 
exceeding merit of the Professor* s plan ; no, my 
meaning is only just to drop a hint that 1 may oc- 
casionally use him as a walking-stick ; a kind of 
an elegantly clouded Mocoa, or an airy Anamaboo : 
yet, that it is by no means my intention to depend 
upon him as a support, or lean upon him as a 
crutch ; in a word, he will be rather ornamental 
than necessary to me. . . 

But useless as his plan is to me, I sincerely 
wish it success, fbr> the sake of the public ; and, 
were my influence equal to my inclination, I would 
have a law enacted, upon the plan of the militia- 
bill, that, annually or biennially, draughts should 
be made from evj&ry parish of two, three, or more 
-^as in that act of able-bodied, so in this of in- 
telligent persons, who, at the expense of the se- 
veral counties, should be sent to the capital* ' and 
there compelled to go through as many coupes of 
the professor's lectures as he shall deem sufficient: 
thus, by those periodical irural detachments, the 
whole nation will, in a few years, be completely 
served, and a stock of learning laid in, that will 
last till time shall be no more* 

Would our rulers but adopt this scheme! how 
superior wonld England be even to the most il- 
lustrious periods of Greece and Rome ! ^vhat 
an unrivalled happiness for us, -what an eternal 
fund of fame for them I Ye Solons, ye Lycurgoses, 
ye Numas, hide your diminished heads ! See what 
a revolution two laws in a few years have pro- 
duced ; see a whole people, sunk in more than 
Gothic ignorance, accustomed to no other iron im- 
plements than the pacific plough-share, or the 
harmless spade, start out at once profound scholars 
and veteran soldiers: if at this happy period, a 


TttB ORATORS. 147 

^renehman, thinking any thing out of his own 
^country worthy his attention , should condescend 
to pay this kingdom a visit; methinks^ I antici- 
pate the account he will give of us at his return* 
(like his countryman of old, who, at the taking of 
RomCyliurst into the Capitol, and ther^ finding the 
senate fixed and immoveable in their seats, he de- 
clared them an assembly of kings,) so will he at 
once pronounce the whole British nation to be an 
-army of generals, and one congregation of doctors. 
Happy coontry ! where arma et toga are so for- 
tunately blended as to prevent all contention for 
pre«eminence. 

I know but one objection which can be made to 
this plan, and that merely a temporary one-*nameIy^ 
that the culture of our lands would sustain infinite 
injury, if such a number of peasants were to de- 
parochiate, there being already scarcely hands 
sufficient, from the recruits constantly made for 
Germany, &c. Sec, &c. to carry on the common 
bnsinesB of hiubaodry. 

But what are riches? Perishable commodities, 
glittering, transitory, fallacious goods,* when 
compared to the substantial, incorruptible endow- 
ments of the mindl This truth is, indeed, happily 
inculcated by an old English adage ; 

'^ When lands and goods are gone and spent, 
*^ Then learning is most excellent.*' 

This sensible and poetical distich, I would re^- 
commend to Mr. Professor^ as a motto for his in- 
tended trei^se ; but I suppose he is already well 

* * The ''Perish conimerce! live our independence!^' of 
li&. Wi9dha]ii,"i»heje brought to our recollection. 
VOL. II. P 
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provided ^itfa an apt Latini if obt a<ifrreAr o&e^ 
lo either of iJ^bich I ttunt yic^d the pimferenee^ 

Bill to yftLve this ethical argumeiit ; I tfaiak I 
,oaQ easily foil the force of this ols^^etioo, by ailmtural 
and obvious succedaneutni Suppose a o^aHsfe #dii 
to be added to the bill for the importatioh of tdl- 
low^ raw hides^ lind live cattle fVom IMaHd, thal^ 
during this literary eniigrfttien^ a sufficient nuaiber 
of inhabilanls of that country mtiy be tnutsported 
hither to eupi^y the Tacaney : but here it tnust be 
obdenred^ that for this pwrpbae jam act of paiii^ 
ment is indispessably neeessary; for tlHliigh it 
would be difficulty if not impossible^ Cor u», i« 
«Mjr present eondition, to get ifa even <Mir harvests 
iwitfaont the aid of hands annually ivported fdr- 
that piirpese froln Ireland ; yet this is at best b«t 
aii illicit trade, and the men thens^lves are to be 
consider^ under the article df smuggled goods; 
a veiy heavy pesalty being laid by stlktute on all 
masters of teseela^ whaehall tentlire tb import fokf 
of the above-cited commodities into this reafan^ 
without speoial ficense. To this purpoi^ I reeol- 
leet a casoi in pomt^ the fifth of William aid 
Mvtfy, Bail. Begi The King eolitra OOaartj* 
Vide V. Rep. voL iiii chap. 9. (Nige 4v 

But if this should bfe thought by people in p6wer 
too great an indulgence to the Irish — as we have 
never been relnarkabLy prbfuse in bur favours to 
our loyal and affectionate sister — I see no other 
ifi^thtiMl at redressing Ute kmeuf^ty evil, th«iti by 
cfkettptiag ft^m this serviiH^ all the khaHs tttl 4 ge^ 
heral peaoej «nd aeoeptiAg, in thdf tw»t, a ed^ 
table number of discreet middle-aged fomalo e: 
wid these) when they have been properly peifecled 
in the mysteries of our liUftgim|;ey Inly be retehred 
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to liietr several pftriehes, and tbere fimm little in- 
Ibntitte eoaiaiiHiiiies ef literati, whieh will be a 
stoek for taoeeediag geaeratioas, [to breed from J 
and, iadeedy upon coqsideration, I don't knew 
wither tbif wp'n't prove the best metbod for the 
iBteodiictioa and universal propagation of the plan. 

For the English common people, naturally sullen 
and obstinate, and religiously attached to their 
old Q«Ato«s, might be shocked and scandalized to 
8^, $fct one bold stroko, the /««e^« and fasees, 
which have been, froip time immemorial, consigned 
to one, or more, matron in every village, ravished 
at onee from their hands, and d^vered over to 
Ike administration of the opposite ses. 

But to r^ura to my own sul^eot, from wfaioh 
my zeal for Mr. Professor's success has tempted 
me to make rather too lonff a digression. 

When I ventured to affirm, &at the profession 
of an orator might exist independently of an aoeu* 
rate knowledge of the arrangement, and diflPerent 
eombinations of the four-and-twenty letters, so far 
as (in 4ke words of the Professor) tbey relate to 
iheir being the arbitrary marks of meanipg upon 
paper : yet, 1 would not be understood to assert 
this generally, as to every sp e ci e s of oratory, but 
to confipe piyself to those particular branches 
only, where the oratior's oytn ipiod suggests the 
matter Hih^t bis own mouth disQhargRs. For mr^ 
stance, now, as when affairs of state are weighed 
at a common-council, religious poipts militeted at 
the Bobln-Hood,* the arts and 3ciences handled 

* Robin-Hood. -<' A debating society, which had this de- 
nomiiiatioii, ^ssejoabled its numerous audiences in a courjtof 
the same name without Temple-bar, but subsequently in a 
large room^ in Wyoh-street. 
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in the Strand^, or politics debated ilear Wefttifun-' 
ster-abbey ; here the arguments and words given 
are supposed to arise from the immediate impulse 
of the giver ; but, where they are concurrent agents,* 
as in the oratory peculiar to the pulpit and the 
stage, where one individual furnishes the matter, 
and another administers the manner, the case is 
widejy different. 

In the first instance, a tolerable proficiency in? 
reading is indispensably requisite, as scarcely any. 
memory but the late Mr. Heydegger's* could re-/ 
tain, to any degree of certainty, the v9,rious parts; 
of the liturgy, the Old and New Testament, briefs,, 
faculties, excommunications, &c. &c. and a lapse: 
on. those solemn occasions might be attended with 
very awkward circumstances. Nor would I here? 
be supposed to insinuate, that the pieces of oratory: 
delivered froni the pulpit are not the. composition 
of the deliverer ; no — ^This is so far from being ge^ 
nerally the case, that I have often heard complaints^ 
made against particular agents, that they have 
forced upon their congregations their. own crude 
and insipid productions, when, at the same time, 
their native language would furnish them with sor 


* Heydegger. So in the printed copies ; bat this is evi- 
dently an error. He was a foreigner, of remarkably unfa- 
vourable features, and *< director of 'amusements at tiie 
Pantheon." His name was held as a. standing jok^, as tOE 
personal appearance, but nothing was ever said 'about his 
memory or any other quality of the mind ; in this respect he. 
was vanusy so the mention of his name here mast have been 
gross burlesque, or ironical, or mistakenly done. Probably, 
Mr, Henderson was meant ; for he read the Liturgy, .&c. in. 
a style peculiarly fine, and successfully rivaile^ the fM^Q. 
t)f professor Sheridan himself. \ , 


THC OB ATO&S. 15 1 

«KieQaiV« juul nobk a ooUaelioo oi ^dmixM^ ma* 
tenals. BM heiB tha aodUor; uniesf ha be weU 
nod io IJbeoiogy, nay be iod into a niat^ke ; for 
there are some men, who, by a jiartiGiilar faa{^- 
aes6 ia 4heir manner, hare Uie address to make the 
works of other umh «o absolutely th^ir own, that 
there ia ik> distinguighing the ditf^ence; at this 
the poet bints in his saate datm rqcitas, Sfc, For 
these various reasons, I think a warm afxpHcatioa 
to t^e art of veadang cannot be too strongly re- 
ooBmianded to the professors of this kind oS ora- 
tory. 

WiHk ^e regard to the profusars of the stage, 
tboqgh reading is undoubtedly useful, yet, as 3ie 
performer is to repeat, and not to read, th^ defi- 
«iefloy may be siipp}ied by the introduetjon of a 
third agent, viz* a person to read to him till the 
wocde are rooted in his memory. This e^^pedieat, 
thoagh tedious, I h9.ve known frequently practised 
with good success : little blunders will now and 
tJiyen tmavoidably arise, either from the misappre* 
heoaioQ of 4he second agent, or the ignoraace or 
waggery of the third ; but these fdips generally 
pass vilobser«ed, or, through inattention or i|»dul- 
geace, are overlooked by an indulgent audjence. 
But to return to the consideration of my own plan, 
from which no temptation shall, for the futuce, se- 
duce me to digress. 

We will firsts then^ eoasider the utility pf 
oratory. 

43econ«Uy, the distinot and various Jdads, 4Mr 
species, of that science, as they are practised at « 
this day «k tbis kingdom. 

Thtffdly, weVilldemooatrafce, that e^ei^ branch 
of Sogl^b oratory is peculiarly >our:Owaii, obeos its 

p2 
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rise, progress^ and perfection to thisf cotrntry,- MtaA - 
was not only unknown to the ancients^ but is en- 
tirely repugnant to all those principles they have 
endeavoured to establish* 

Fourthly, that any rhetorical system now ex-. 
isting, instead of a cross in the hands, with letters 
to direct you on your road, will prove only but a 
will-in-the-wisp, to confound, perplex,, and be- 
wilder you. 

Fifthly, from hence will result a necessity for 
the immediate establishment of an . academy, for 
thepromulgation and inculcation of modern oratory- 

To which academy, the author of these proposals 
does hope, sixthly, that he shall be appointed per- 
petual professor. 

Perhaps it may not be impertinent here tft ob-^ 
serve, that the author has industriously avoided^ 
and will, in the course of this treatise [ledwe] 
avoid all poetical allusion, all grandeur of expre8-> 
sion, all splendour of diction.; [that he will]. in. 
short, renounce every rhetorical prop, as knowing 
that, on didactic subjects, order, simplicity, and 
perspicuity, are the means to gain his end, which 
is not to gratify the imagination, but to improve 
and polish the understanding of' his: country- 
men. 

First, then, we are to demonstrate the utility of 
oratory: and, this, we flatter ourselves, will, in 
a great measure, be evident; from the consideration 
of its universality, and the distinctions it procures,; 
.both lucrative and honourable, to any man emi- 
nent in the. art. . 

There is, by the constitution of this . kingdom,, 
an assembly of. many individuals, who, as the 
seventh son of a seventh son is born a pbysictan>> 


* 

lure orators by hereditary rigbt;* that is, by birth- 
they are enabled to give their opinions and senti- 
neats on all subjects^ where the interests of their 
country is concerned : to this we are to add ano- 
ther assembly, consisting of five hundred and fifty- 
eight individttalsyf whei^e, though the same privi- 
lege is enjoyed as in the first instance, yet this ad- 
vantage is not possessed in virtue of any inherent 
natural right, but is obtained in consequence of 
an annual, triennial, or septennial deputation 
from the whole body of the people; if, then, we 
add to this list the number of all those candidates 
who are ambitious of this honour, with the infinite 
variety of changes that a revolution of twenty 
years will produce, we cannot estimate those funds 
of national orators in esse^ posse, and velle, to a 
smaller quantity than 20,000 ; and this, I believe, 
by the disciples of De Moivre,| will be thought a 
very moderate computation. 

The two^ orders of the long robe next demand 
our attention ; and as the pre-eminence is anques* 
tionably due to the priesthood, let us consider 
what number of persons is necessary to supply 
that service ? England is divided into uine thou* 
sand nine hundred and thirteen parishes : now, if 
we suppose two pastors for every parish, this 


*> House of Lords. 

t The House of Commons, but increased since <mr author's 
time to six hundred and fifty-eight members by the act of 
union with Ireland, 1800. By the way, <* individuals'* 
is but a meagre word for such bodies, especially adelibera- 
tive assembly. 

t De Moirre wrote, on Calculations; particularly on ** the. 
Doctrine of Cliances." 


le^rnied hody wiil be fipiiad to ooaaist of AfaMte«tt 
thouftand ei^ hundred aid tnr^Klyrfflk luUi^damki ; 
btui as tbe mast sacred characters are lo. more am.^ 
enfted &om tfaatfatol stroke that puts atempororgr 
period to our existence than the profane, itia ae-f 
oessary that a provision should b^ made of &t aoid 
able .persons^ so that at all eveats there be no Ikeh 
of labourers in this plentiful vineyard: nor has the 
policy of this nation been so blinded as not to gaaod 
against this possible contingency, by ereeting 
schools, seminaries, and iwiveraities^ in whioh 4k 
conTenient quantity of our youth are pr^erly 
traifted^ in order to fill up chasma which may be 
QcaslonalLy made by the insatiable ttthe ^ 
death. If,'1hen, we eatimate this cotipf A reMroe 
at the half only of the standing, force, wa shall 
find the army entire amount to iw^nty^niiie ihmir 
sand seven hundred and thirty-nine. 

I foresee that an olxjectioa will he made 'to this 
caleulaticMi, yis. that two pastors to eveiy parish 
is a most exorbitant and improbable ohaxge; for 
that many parishes, from impropriations*, approm 
priations, and other accidents, instead of two, are 
scarce able to support one pastor ; and 4hat this 
complaint is almost gameral throughout the whole 
principality of Wales, where many individiMkU oi 
this respectable order, to the great damage of their 
dignity, are obliged to have recourse to very un- 
clerical professions for the support i^f tbumidTTfi 
and families. 

. This objection we will allow its full force'; but 
then if it be considered that in our origUial esti- 
mate we omitted all deans, canons,, prebendfiy 
headaanid fellows pf colleges, ehapktins toships, 
regiments^ and private families^ together with the 
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whole body of dtsseoting ministers of all de-* 
nominations^ field-preachers, and parish-clerks ^ 1 
believe we shall be thought rather to have di- 
minished than exaggerated the real quantity. 

As I have not been able to get admittance to the 
archives of the several inns of court in this me- 
tropolisy I am afraid we shall not be able to de- 
termine, with the same degree of certainty, the 
exact number of those who have devoted their' 
lives and labours to the explanation and due* 
execution of our municipal laws: I am, there- 
fore obliged to depend on circumstantial evi-= 
deace, which, in some cases, is admitted, 
even in our courts^ to have equal force vfith proof 
positive. 

And here, the reason of the law (as the law is 
the perfection of reason) is extremely clear. To 
illustrate this by an instance : 

A swears a robbery againt B; ^ may lie, or 
at least be mistaken ; but if the goods stolen from 
A, and previously described by him, are found, 
with their mark, in the possession of B, B not 
being able to account for such possession, that 
circumstance shall be deemed of at least equal 
weight against B, as if A were to swear positively 
to the personal identity of B. This being the 
practice of the courts, we shall proceed, with all 
possible expedition, (which, indeed, is not the 
practice of the courts,) to produce our proofs cir^ 
cumstantial. As in the former instance we have 
grounded our calculation on the number of parishes, 
we shall in this derive our computation from- the- 
number of houses in the kingdom. 

To any mietn tolerably acquainted wit|i the 
oountry of England, it is unnecessary to observe^ 


tl^t not only: m every towiir but allUQ^t i» fUT^fJ 
baniJet through which be tr^y^ls, hi« ey^ nr^ ^(MI^ 
atantly caught hy the appearance of a amart liQnaas 
prefaced with white rails, aod prologved by a f«4 
door, with a brass koocker ; wbeq you desire to 
be aaquainted with the Btame end qiiality of ikft 
Qwaer of this nuaQaioti, you are Mway9 told Umi 
it belongs to lawyer auch^-a^one : »^yf» if a hfWjJel 
coat^iniog thirty boiisf^» with perhaps im enTiFQfi 
of an equal nmaber, where labour and the frwi^ 
of the earth are the ouly tM>«ifoes of we^Itbs onn 
support oae attorney in tbts rural m^^ific^n^f ; 
what an iufiuite uumber of lavryers ean a coQUMf^ 
oial capital isust^in? But» beeau»e I w^uld fttHiw 
retrench than exceed, I will only quarter oAf «|>> 
tprney upon fifty houses. The iHM^ber of boiwes 
ip the reigu of George the First (since wbioh tiuia 
the quantity is considerably iuc^ea^ed) w%» oom-r 
puted at aA7^»9$l« The number of attorneys 
theu will be 33|5I8: And if "we reekott im» 
barrister to twepty attorneys, the fiun tetal it 

I know it will bo bere objeet^« thai but qn» 
small part of this numerous body emi be hm^A^ 
by my plan, the pariyilege of spea,kii^ p^blifilj 
being permitted to the superior ordei*, the banisters 
only : but this criticism is qonfiiied to the observe 
tion of what passes merely in> Westminster-bdU» 
; without considering thsX, at every quarter ^nd 
petty sessloiij, at all county-courts, Qourts-leel;» 
courts-baron, <&c. &c. &c. full power of pleading 
is permited to every practitioner of the law^ 

As the number of those who incorpprfite thejia 
aehe& to promote, not only with their oftsh but 
their counsel, the progress of the arts a«d scieooes. 
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il Mitittitedy Hi wdt be im^osfirfUd fot any fiited 
period to ascertain their quantity : nor can we, 
with any certainty, (as the Court-Register has 
been silent as to the members of common -council,) 
determine the amount of the city orators ; besides, 
as what has been already offered is more than suf- 
ficient to ^roYc the utility of our scheme from its 
uniTersality, we shall not trouble our readers or 
ourselves With any further calculations ; for, though 
they are replete with great depth of ktiowledge, 
are the result of intense application atid the ve- 
Yk^s of mathematical truths, yet to the million 
the disquisition is but dry and tedioira, and our 
pQr|P08e always was, and is, to mix with instruc- 
tion a proper portion of delectation. 

We will, therefore, for these reasons^ hasten to 
the consideration of the second point proposed, 
yiz. an inquiry into the various kinds of oratory 
now existing in this country. And we shall not, 
on this occasion, trouble ourselves with the inves* 
tigation of all the smaller branches of this art ; 
but, like the professor^ in anatomy, contenting our- 
selves with the dissection of the noble parts, 
)reMt ^he bl^amhiatioti of th^ %noble one^ to the 
tate of sdbaltielli Artists, leavbg, then, to the 
mitiute |yhUtist9f)hers of the uge all the orators of 
VesMtss, (iltibd, and co£fieig-1ioXksed, Putdo majera 
tAMrMik ; abd f^r thB better illastration of this 
heti, pf^ttait me, reader, to be a little fanciful. 
Wigs ^11 supptjsfe Totatoty to be one large tree, of 
whfth tt^e sciigtitce h the radist; eloduenc^ tho 
mink ; from whith trtLtik sprout font distinct ra- 
mifitt&tiotis; from which mmific&tibn« dependid a 
fruit ^ecttli&t to each. But to make this clearer, 
#e "mil pr^settt the^ With the tree it)»elf, not eiilg- 
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matieally hieroglyptued, but plainly and palpaM jr 
portrayed. 



But here, reader, let me not arrogate to myself 
the merit of this happy explication ; I awn the 
hint was first given me wiUi my grammar. The 
ingenious, profound Lilly, after he has led his pa- 
pils through the various, and almost iqupervious 
provinces of nouns, pronouns, verbs, participles* 
and adverbs, Conducts them to the foot of that 
arduous and stupendous mountain ** Qui Mihi:'* 
here, dreading lest the youthful ardour [of his 
scholar] might be damped with the steep ascent, 
he reanimates his slackened nerves with the mystic 
picture of an apple-tree, the access to whose 
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boughs, though tedi6us and difficult, will yet be 
amply rewarded by leave to revel uncontrolled 
through the whole region of pippins. May the 
luscious fruit sprouting from the apex of each of 
my ramifications prove an equal spur to every 
beardless orator ! 

1 know not whether the mentioning another 
order of orators, as they are not at present ex- 
isting in this kingdom, may not be deemed an 
impropriety. But as I am a sincere lover of my 
country, I cannot help recommending an imme- 
diate importation of some of those useful and able 
artists. Sir William Temple, in his Essay on 
Poetry, has recorded their virtues; and as the 
race was not extinguished in his time, it is to be 
hoped that it still remains. 

'* In Ireland, (says Sir William^) the great 
men of their scepts, amongst many officers of 
their family, had not onlv a physician^ a hunts-* 
man, a smidi, and such like, but a poet and tale-* 
teller. 

" The first recorded and sung the actions of 
their ancestors, and entertained the company at 
feasts ; the latter amused them with tales, when 
they were melancholy and could not sleep : and 
a very gallant gentleman has told me, of his own 
experience, that in his wolf-hunting there, when 
he used to be abroad in the mountains three or 
four days together, and lay very ill at nights, so 
as he could not well sleep, they would bring one^ 
of those tale-tellers, that when he lay down, would 
begin a story of a king, or a giant, a dwaif 
and a damsel, and continue all night long in such 
an ~ even tone that you heard him going on 
whenever you awakened; and he believed nothing 
any physicians could give had so much and so in- 
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iioctant an effect to make men sleep in any pain^ 
or dtstempeirs of body or mina," These are Sir 
William Temple's words, which contain an amazmg 
iMstanbe 6f the power of those orators orer the 
passiods, it ret^ntriirg fail as much art and address 
to assuage and ouell, as to blow up and excite; 
a tumuit in the mmd. 

In a bill not long since depending in parHanvent, 
tor the better regulating the city-watcti, u danse 
was recommended, by a late respectable magis^ 
tUfcte, that, to prevent the watchmen from sleeping 
WL nights on bulks (the source of many disorders) 
the said watchmen should be* compelled to ste«p 
}s\x hours in the day ; an arch member seconded 
the motiotti and begged to be included in this 
clause; for that, being griertyUsly afflicted with 
the gout, he could not for many da}^ sleep a sin- 
gle wink ; now if he could be compelled to take 
a six h6urs' sleep every day, he apprehended that 
bis fits would be of much shorter duratitra. Upon 
this dry comment, the motion was rashly rejected; 
bbt if the house had received the least intimation 
of the astonishing abilities of the Hockers, (fot 
by that appellation I choose to distinguish this 
order of tnrators,) I am convinced that the above 
clause would not only have been received, but 
that proper encouragement would have been given, 
by parliament, for the introduction and establish- 
ment of this useful oratorical sect. 

Nor, iiideed, considering the vast addition to 
.ont customary cares,^ from the unaccountable 
fivctnatton of our funds, the cause of cohcehi to 
many thoasand individuals, do I think a visit from 
a convenient quantity of Aose artists would be 
BOW out of season ; but bow this honour is to be 
obtained, whefter any of tbese great men are now 
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residing «Bu>Bf St us, imjer tbe dif^vis^ of cliair^ 
men and hackney-coachmen ; or whether it would 
not be more adviseable to employ those gentlemen 
who have so lately and successfully rummaged tbei 
Highlands of Scotland and Ireland tor the remaiA» 
of Runic poetry in search of the ablest professorft 
'. — is submitted to the Society for the £ncouragf « 
ment of Arts. 

I am aware that> on this occasion, some arcb 
wag, possessed of the same spirit with the above 
senator, will olyect to my scheme of importation, 
by alleging, that we have of our own growth an 
ample provision of rockers, and refer us for proof 
to our several churches and chapels, during the 
hours of eleven and. two on a Sunday, where the 
fleep- compelling power will be experimentally de- 
monstrated to exist in its full force amongst us; 
but not to derogate from the abilities of my coun- 
trymen, surely the shortness of the time, the cause 
of the nap rarely continuing above fifteen or six- 
teen minutes, will not admit of a proper expeii- 
ment: besides, how can one orator supply % 
wliole parish, unless, indeed, our churdies were 
to be converted into dormitories, which \ can't 
think will happen, as this would be attended with 
inconveniences too obvious to need recital. 

Abstracted from this last order, the English 
orators are to be divided into four distinct daises 
— the pulpit, the senate, the bar, and the stage ; 
with the nrst of these branches, the pulpit, I shall 
hot interfere, and, indeed, so few people of con- 
sequence and consideration frequent the churches 
sow, that the art is scarcely worth cultivation. 

llie bar 

. Scam, Pshaw! there's enough of this dull 
prosing; come* give us a little. pf spinMhing that's 
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fanny; you talked about pupils. CouM not t^e 
see Ihem 1 ' 

Foote, Rather too precipitate, sir; but, however; 
in some measure to satisfy you, and demonstrate the 
success of our scheme, give me leave to introduce 
to you a most extraordinary example in the person 
of a young Highlander. It is not altogether a year 
since this astonishing subject spoke nothing but 
'£rse. Encouraged by the prodigies of my brother 
professor's skill, vi^hose fame, like the <3hevalier 
Taylor's,* pierces the remotest regions, his rela- 
tions were tempted to send this young genius to 
Edinburgh; where he went through a regular 
course of the Professor's lectures, to finish hid 
studies ; he has been about six weeks under noiy 
care, and, considering the time, I think you will 
be amazed at his progress. , Donald ■ ■' 

Enter Donald. 

D&n. What's your wull, sir? 

Foote. Will you give these ladies and gentlemen 
a proof of your skill ? 

Don. Ah, ye wad ha'a specimen of my oratorical a,rt.^ 

Foote. If you please. 

Don. In gude troth on ye sal; wol ye gi' me a 
topick? 

Foote. O! choose for yourself. 

Don. Its aw one to Donald. 


* An impostor quack, who pretended to bear many orders 

•of knighthood, who cajoled, robbed, and his patients, 

and rendered himself notorious by an affair with a Norfolk 
dowager, forging a certificate of his wife's decease in 
France ; but his scheme of marriage being blown up by his 
own son in conjunction with the lady's heir at law, he was 
driven back to his his original nothingness^ and died in the 
workhoKsey at Hoxton. 
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. .iFo0ie, Wfafit think you of a short peneg^rick 

00 the science we are treating of? 

. Don, On oratory ; iri' atw my heart. 

Ffkate. Mind your aotion; let that accompany 
your words .. , 

Don, Dunna h^ed, man: — ^The topic I presum 
to haoodie, is the miraculous gifts of an orator, 
wba, by the baf e power of his words, he leads 
men, women, and bairns as he lists • ■ 

Sctftn. And who ? 

Don. (Tartly,) Men, women, and hairos. 

Stam. Bairns: who ave they? . . 

Foote, Oh! children his meaning is obvious 

enough. 

Don. Ay, ay; men, women, and bairns, vhere- 
/Bver lie lists : and first for the antaqvity of the ait 
— ^Ken ye', my lads, wha was the first orator •7^-- 
Mayhap, ye think it was Tully the Latinbt; ye 
are wide o'the mark; or Demosthenes the Greek. 
In gHd^ troth, yeVe as Car off as before.— rWha 
was it, then ? It was e'en that arch-obiel, the dee- 
▼il bimsel — 

Scam. ( Hastily.) The devil it was ; how do you 
prove that? . 

Don. Guds zounds, mon, ye brake the thrid of 
myharang; and ye'Jl but ba'd ^^our tongue, I'se 
prore it as plain as a pike-staff. 

Tire* Be quiet, Will, and let him go on. 

Don. I say it was tbat arch-chiel, the daevil 
himsel. Ye ken weel, my lads, how Adam and 
JBve were planted in Eden^ wi plenty o' bannocks 
and cail, and aw that they wisned, but were ptor 
Ubited the eating of pepips — 

Scam. Apples — 

Don. Weel» weel, and are na pepins and apples 
aw th.e same thing? 

Q2 
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Fooie. Nay, pray, geDdemen, hear him out. 
Go on with your pepins — * 

Don, Prohibited the eating of * pepins ; upon 
which what does me the orator Saltan, but he 
whispers a saft speech in her lug; egad our 
granfium fell to in an instant, and eat a pepin 
without staying to pare it — [Addresses himself to 
the Oxonians.l Ken ye lads, wha was the tirst 
orator, now? . 

lire. [To Scamper.] What say you to that? 

Scam, By my soul, the fellow's right — 

Don. Ay, but ye wan'na ha' patience— rye 
wan'na ha' patience, lads — 

Tire. Hold your jaw, and go on— 

Don. Now, we come to the definition of an 
orator ; and it is from the Latin words oro, orare, 
to intreaty or perswad ; and how, by the means o' 
elocution, or argument, which argument- consists 
o' letters, which letters joined mak syllables, 
which syllables compounded mak words, which 
words combined mak sentences, or periods, or 
which aw together mak an orator, so the first gift 
of an orator is words — 

Scam, Here, Donald, you are out 

Don. How so? 

Scam. Words, the first gift of an orator! No* 
Donald, no, at school I learned better than that : 
Do'st not remember. Will, what is the first per- 
fection of an orator ? action. The second action. 
The third, action*- 

Tire. Right, right, Harry, as right as my nail ; 
there, Donald, 1 think he has given you a dose — 

Don. An ye stay me, i'the midst o'my«rgiL-- 
ment — 

Scam. Why don't you stick to truths 

Don. I tell ye, 1 can, logical^. 
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iTire. Damn your Ibgick — 
Ihn. Mighty weel-^Maister Foote, bow ca'ye 
ffais usage? 

Foote, Oh, never mind them — ^proceed. 
Don, In gude troth, I'se not say ane ward 
mare. 

Foote. Finish, finish, Donald— 
Don\ Ah! they have jumbled aw my ideas to- 
gether ; but an they will enterinto a fair argumen- 
tation, I'se convince 'em that Donald Macgregor 
is mare than a match'. — 
Scam, You be — 
I}on. Very weel— 
Foote. Nay, but my dear Donald— 
Don. Hands aff, raaister Foote — I ha' finished 
my tale ; the de*el a word mare sal ye get out o' 
Donald — yer servant, sir. [Exit. 

Foote. You see, gentlemen, what your impa- 
tience has lost us. 

Scam. Rot him, let him go ; but is this fellow 
one of your pupils? why, what a damnable 
twang he has got, with his men, women, and 
bairns! — 

Foote. His pronunciation is, I own, a little 
irregular ; but theu consider, he is but merely a 
novice; why, even in his present condition, he 
makes no bad figure for his five minutes at the 
Robin-Hood; and in a nionth or two, we sha'n't 
be ashamed to start him in a more respectable place^ 
But now, gentlemen, we are to descend to the 
peculiar essential qualities of each distinct species 
ofomiajry ; and first for the b^r—but as no didac- 
tic rules can so w^eli convey, or words make a 
proper impression, we will have recourse to more 
palpable means, and endeavour, by a livejy iml- 
tation, to demonstrate the extent of our art. We 
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musty for this end, employ the aid of our pupils ; 
but as some preparation ia .necessary, we hope 
you will indulge us in a short interruption. 


ACT THE SECOND. 
SCENE^A HaU of Justice. 

Enter Poote. 

The first species of oratory we are to demon- 
strate our skill in, is that of the bar; and, in order 
to give our lecture an air of reality, you are to 
suppose this a court of justice, furnbhed with 
proper ministers to discharge the necessary func- 
tions. But, to supply these. gentlemen with busi- 
ness, we must likewise institute an imaginary 
cause : and, that the whole may be ideal, let it be 
the prosecution of an imaginary being; I mean 
the phantom of Cock>lane, a phenomenon that 
bag much puzzled the brains, and terrified the 
minds, of many of our fellow -subjects. 

You are to donsider, ladies and gentlemen, that 
the language of the bar is a species of oratory dis- 
tinct from, every other. It has been obsenred, 
that the ornaments of this profession have not 
shone with equal lustre in an assembly near tbehr 
own hall; the reason assigned, though a pleasant, 
is not the true one. It has been hinted* that these 
•gentlemen were in want of their briefs ; bat were 
that the disease, the remedy would be easy 
enough : they need only have recourse to the avti- 
fiee snccessfully practised by some of their eol- 
leagues; instead of having their briefs in thsiir 
hands> to hide them at die bottom of their b^ts. 
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[Coifs to %k pupils, who enter dressed as a Justice^ 
a clerk, a serjeant*at4aw, and a counsellor, ^ 
Vou will remember, gentlemen, your proper 
pauses, repetitions, hums, faa's, and interjections ; 
now seat yourselves, and you, the counsel, re- 
member to be mighty dull, and you, the justice, 
to fall asleep. I must prepare to appear in this 
cause as a witness. \Extk 

Just, dlerk, read the indictment 
Clerk [readsl, Middlesex, to wit. Fanny Phan* 
tom, you are indicted, Ths^t, on or before the 1st 
day of January, 1762, you, the said Fanny, did, 
in a certain house, in a certain street, called 
Cock-lane, in the county of Middlesex, malicious- 
ly, treacherously, wickedly, and wilfully, by 
certain thumpings, knockings, scratchings, and 
flutterings, against doors, walls, wainscots, bed- 
steads, and bed-posts, disturb, annoy, assault, 
and terrify divers innocent, inoffensive, harmless, 
quiet, simple people, residing in, at, near, or 
about the said Cock»lane, and elsewhere, in the 
said county of Middlesex,* to the great prejudice 
of said people in said county. How say you, 
guilty, or — 

Counsel, [stops the Clerk shortJl May it please 
your worship— hem — I am counsel in this cause 
for the ghpst — hem — and before J can permit her 
to plead, I have an objection to make, that is — 
hem — I shall object to her pleading at all. — Hem; 
— It is the standing law of this country — hem— ^ 


* Accuracy, though not requisitje in this case, is ever do* 
-sirable : Cock-lane is not in the cnunty 9f Middlesex, hut in 
London proper : it is situate near St. Sepulchrefs Churoh, md 
the particular house where this farce was played off is a few 
doors from Snow-hill on the left hand, going westward— *long 
sitace inhabited by Giacchini, the figure yi jlaister designer.* 


V 


16? THE ORATORS. 

,aQd he^ — bem— ^alwAys been so allowed^ deemed, 
and practkied» thal^—hedi — all criminals should 
be tried, per pares, by their equals — hem — that 
h — hem— by a jury of equal rank with them* 
selves. Now, if this be the case, as the case it 
is, I^-hem — I should be glad to know, bow my 
client oan be tried in this here manner. And 
first, who is mv client? She is in the indictmeet 
called a phantom, a ghost. What is a ghost? 
A spirit. What is a spirit ? A spirit is a thing 
that exists independently of, and is superior to« 
flesh and blood. And, can any man go for to 
think, that I can advise my client to subout to be 
tried by people of an infmor rank to hertielf f 
Certainly not — I therefore humbly move to quaak 
this indictment, unless a jury of ghosts be first 
liad and obtained. [Sits cbivn. 

Serj. I am in this cause counsel against Fanny 
Phantom, the ghost; — eh — and, notwil^stf^ding 
the rule laid down by Mr. Proseqai, be— r«tt*-*' 
right in the main, yet here it caa't avail his client 
a whit. We allow — eh — ^we do allow, please 
your worship^ that Fanny quogd Phantom — eh 
— had originally a right to a jury of ghosts; but 
---eh'— if she did, by any act of her own, forfeit 
this right, her plea cannot be admitted. Now, 
we can prove, please your worship, prove by a 
cloud of witnesses, that said Fanny did, as speci* 
fied in the indictment, scratch, knock, and fiutter 
— eh— which said scratchings, knockings, an4 
flutterings— eh — being operations merely peculiar 
to flesh, blood, and body — eh— we do humbly 
apprehend — eh — that, by condescending to execute 
the aforesaid operations, she has waved her pri- 
▼ilege as a ^ost, and may be tried in the ordinary 
form, according to the statute so made and pro> 
yided in the reign of, ^c. &c. 
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Your worship's opinion, 

TTre. Smoke the justice, he is as fast as a 
churefa. 

Scam. I fancy he has touched the tankard too 
much this morning; he'll know a good deal of 
what they have been saying. 

Just, [is waked by the Clerk, who teils him 
they have pleaded."] Why, the objectton^^oh 
— ^brought by Mr. Prosequi is (whispers ihe 
€lerkj, doubtless, provisionally a valid objec- 
tiob i but tlieta, i^ the culprit has, by an act of 
her own, defeated her privilege, as asserted ia 
Mr. Serjeant's replication, we conceive she Qiay 
be legally tried— oh— besides— oh — besides, I, 1, 
I, can't well see how we could impannel a jury of 
^06t8, or—ob— 4k>w twelve spirits, who have no 
body at all, can be said to take a corporal oath; 
as required by law — unless, indeed, as in ease of 
the peerage, the prisoner may be tried oa their 
honour. 

Coun. Your worship's distinction is joat; 
knockings, scratchings, ^c as asserted by Mr. 
Sefjeant— 

Serj. Asserted — sir, do you dondit my instrue^ 
tions ? 

Ccun. No interruption, if you please, Mr. Ser^ 
jeant; I say as asserted, but can assertions be ad* 
mitted^as proofs? certainly not — 

Arf . Our evidence is ready— 

Cdun. To that we object, to that we object, as 
it will anticipate the merits-^your worship — 

Slerf. Your worship-7- 

Jus. Why, as you impeach the ghost'a privilege, 
you must produce proofs of her scratcfainga. 

Serj. Call Shadrach Bodkin. 

Clerk. Shadrach Bo^in, come into court. 
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Enter Bodkin. 

Serj, Pray, Mr. Bodkia, where do you liv#..? 

Bod. I sojourn in Lukener's Lane. 

Serf, What is your profession ? 

Hod. I am a teacher of the word and a tailor. 
' Scant. Zoundsy Will, it is a methodist. 

Tire* No, sure! 

Scam* By the lord Harry, it is. 

Chrk. Silence. 

Serj* Do you know any thing of Fanny the 
phantom? 

Bodi Yea ; I do. 

Serj. Can you give any account of her thump« 
jngs, scratchings, and flutteriugs ? 

Bod. Yea ; manifold have been the scratchipgs 
and knockings that I have heard* 

Serj. Name the times. 

Bod» I have attended the spirit Fanny from the 
first day of her flutterings> even to the last scratch 
that she gave. 

Seirj. How long may that be? 

Bod. Five weeks did she flutter, and .six weeks 
did she scratch. 

Scam* Six weeks — Damn it, I wonder she did 
not wear out her nails. , 

Clerk* Silence. 

Serf. I hope the court is convinced. 

Coun* Hold, Master Bodkin, you and I *inast 
tuive a little discourse. A tailor, you say. Do 
you work at your business ? 

Bod. No— 

Coun, Look upon me, look upon the court — 
Then your present trade is teaching? 

Bod. It is no trade. 

Coun. What is it then, a calling ? 
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Bod. Noy it is do cailing^t is r&tber — tis I 
may say — a Jorcing — a compelling — 

Coun, By whom? 

Bod. By the spirit that is within me — 

Seam. It is an evil spirit, £ believe; and needd 
must when the devil drives, you know. Will. 

Tire. Right, Harry — 

Coun. When did you first feel these .spiritual 
motions ? 

' Bod, In the town of Norwich, where I was 
born. — One day, as I was sitting cross-legged on 
my shop board, new seating a cloth pair of 
breeches of Mr. Alderman Crape's — I felt the spirit 
within me, moving upwards and downwards, and 
this way and that way, and tumbling and jumbling 
' — at first I thought it was the colic-^ 

Coun. And how are you certain it was not ? 

Bod, At last I heard a voice whispering within 
me, €rying, Shadrach, Shadrach, Shadrach, cast 
away the things that belong to thee, thy thimble 
and shears, and do the things that X bid thee. 

Coun. And you did ? 

Bod. Yea, verily. 

Coun. I think 1 have heard a little of you, 
master Bodkin ; and so you quitted your business, 
your wife, and your children ? 

Bod. I did. 

Coun. You did — But then you communed wi& 
. pther men's wives ? 

Bod. Yea, and with widows, and with mai- 
dens. '. 

Coun. How came that about, Shadrach? 

Bod. 1 was moved thereunto by the spirit. 

Coun. I should/ rather think by the flej3h — I 
have been told) friend Bodkin, that twelve became 
pregnant^ — . . : 

VOL. If. R 
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Bod. Tfaoa art ikceimL --They Were bareljr but 
nine. 

Caun. TVhy, this was an active spirit 

Serj. But to th^ point, Mr. Prosequi. 

Cinm. WeH, then — ^yoa day you %ay« h^ard 
those seratch^gft and knocking^? 

Bod. Yea — 

Ooun. :But^ why did y«tt ihink tli^ camfe from 
a spirit 1 

^^d. Because the very same tliunips, jftcraldhes, 
tmd knocka, i have fek on my lyreast-'bOme fiietti 
the "spirit l/vithin me-^ 

€mm. And ^ese ftc^ir^ you are sure you %f«iaid 
on the fir«t ^ay of Januaf y ? 

Bod. Certain — 

. Serj. But io wksft do all didtfe interrogateries 
tend? 

Coun. TomtBOtft material pufpose: yottr tror-j 
ship obsetresy that Bodkin is Msilive «s 'to ^lAte 
«disei^ made oft the first day of Janaary % BaiMy 
the Phatitom ; uc^, ^ we 'ean )Mrev<e aa ^AMt , ^that 
is, that, on that very day, 'oX lAM ^ei^ time, the 
said Fanny was scratching and fltftleriilg -any 
wbereebe, we apprehend Ihat we destroy the Cre- 
dit of this wvtae4^s.-^0aiU Peter Paitagraph. 

CUrk. Peter Paragraph, come into couift. 

Coun. This gentleman is an eminent prinUhr, "and 
Ikaa collected, for public informatioA, every |>arti- 
cular relative to this remarkable i^tory-; but as lie 
imitheviisfortune tohave bntion^ leg, yoar^ror- 
ship will indulge him in the use of a chair. 

C/ef%. Peter Paragraph, come into coiirt. 

feflr/er Paragraph. 

; Gmm. Pray, Mr. P^agraqpdi, where was you 
born? 


Pun. ^it, I am a iB^%e ^ j^relanidy a«d' boia^ 
and bred in the city pf pt^lia* 

Crn^ W\>i^ did you fiirviy? in the (4ty of {^pa- 
don? 

Par. About the lai^tatf^»inn<i/0^<i^'9^^; a^daqi.vr 
I reeoUect, my Jourm^l m^^s ideation of my de- 
parture for England, in the BeBbocough' pac^^eti' 
Friday, October the tenth, N.S. or Nev( S^le. 

Cj9Ufk. O^ ! Then the Journal is yomrs,? 

Par^ Please your Mrorahip, \t 'm \ a|^4» r^lt^UBg^ . 
thereto, I believe I oan give yo^ 9, plea^W cop- 
ceit. — la^ w€^ I went to vi^it a peer^ ffor I luiq^^ 
pe€r9f aild peers ki^iiiir ma. Quoth (119 Iptdship tQ 
mo, Mr, ParagV9^, writ;h ref peot to yPVX Jiour^al, 
I would wiiih that your paj>er i[ras( wl^t^r, oit yo^MT 
ink blacker. Quoth I to the peer, by way of. 
reply , I hope you will owu tber? is enough {ox t^e 
moaay; b^f lordship wan pl?^spd to layigh. It 
WHS svch ^ pretty repart^^ h«i )W« ke> be-rr- 

tiRff t Pn^y, Wr. Pai^agr^ph, wM might b^e your 
hiifiiaeM ¥i £ug^d ? ; 

Par^ Hem-^a littl? love affair^ please ysm 
WPrs^« 

C<wf». A wife, I i^upptos^— 

Par^ l^ometliing tending tl^^t way; ^Y^l^ so Ebag . 
ago as January, 1798-40t ther« past some anQ|:Orouffi 
glances between us : she is the daughter of pldl 
Yamp of the Turnstile ; b^t M that tin^e I sti^^d 
v^j passion, Mrs. Paragraph b^ing then in the 
land of the living. 

C^fi* She is PQW 4^ad? 

JPar. Three years and three quarters, please 
your worship : we were exceeding happy together; 
she was, indeed, a little apt to be jealous. 

CoteHf No wonder — 

Par. Yes: they can't help it, poor souls ; but^ 
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^ DdtwithstandiD^, atli^r death, I gave her a pro- 
digious good character in my Journal. 

Coun. And how proceeds the present affair ? 

Par. Just now, we are quite at a stand — 

Coun, How so ? 

Par. The old scoundrel, her father, has played 
me a slippery trick. 

Coun, Indeed! 

Par. As he could give no money in hand, I 
agreed to take her fortune in copies [copi/'right'\ ; 
I was to have the Wit's Vade Mecum entire ; four 
hundred of News from the Invisible World, in 
sheets : all that remained of Glanvil upon Wit- 
ches ; Hiir« Bees, Bardana [on} Brewing and 
Balsam of Honey ; and three>eighths of Robinsoiv 
Crusoe.* 

Coun. A pretty fortune f 

Par. Yes ; they are things that stir in the trade x 
but you must know that we agreed to go halves inr 
Fanny the Phantom. But whilst I ai^d two au- 
thors, whom I had hired to ask questions at nine 
shillings a night, were taking notes of the knock- 
ings at the house of Mr. Parsons himself, that old 
rascal Vamp had privately printed off a thousand 
eighteen-penny scratchings, purchased of two me- 
thodist preachers,* at the public^house over the 
way— 

Coun. Now we come to the point — look upoir 
thi^ evidence ; wits he present at Mr. ParsQns*» 
knockings? 

Par* Never ; this is one of the rascally Metho- 

* The UchnicaU are here a little confused; bnt nothing \s 
vnore common (out of the trade) than to confound copies for 
topy-right. Balsam cf Honey and some other quack Medicines 
were Tended by a bookseller (Newbery), who thereupon 
vrp bookcfelling. . 


dists — Hark^e, fellow^ how coul4 you be si|ch^ a 
scoundrel to sell for jfeauiqe your counterfeit 
scratching? tp Vamp 1 

Sod. My scratchings w^re the true scratch- 
ings— 

Par. Wky$ you lying ipn pf a whoro, did not 
I ))uy all my materials from tbe girl's father him- 
self? p . 

Bod, Wh&t the spirit commuided^ that di(( I. 

Par, What spirit ? 

Bod. The spirit within me — 

Par. If I could but get at you, I wo\ild soon 
tr^ wb^t sort of a spirit jt 19 — ^stpp^ you yiilaiii. 

[Exit PoD^lN. 
The rogue has made his escape — l>ut I >fill dpg 
him, to find out his haunts, and then return for a 
WJ9<iTaat. — His scratchiiigs ! a scoundrel; I will 
ba▼^ justiqe, or I'll (urp his tabernacle into a 
pigstyjC. [Exit Pai^aCraf?. 

Cquh, I hope, please your worship, we have 
^u^cieutly esdtAblished our alibi. 

jus. ITou are unq^^stiofiably eptitled tp a jjiry 
of ghof ts. 

Conn. Mr. Serjeant, you will provide us .a list? 

Serj. J4et us see— you Ijave 90 objection Aq Sir 
Oeprge Villars; th0 evil genius of Brutus; the 
ghost of Banquo ; Mrs. Yeah 

Coun. We object to a wpman-r-your iprorshi(» — 

Ju9. Why, it is not the practice; this, it must 
he pTvned, is an extraordinary case* But, bow- 
ever, if, on conyiction, the Phaptpm should plead 
pregnancy, Mrs. Veal will be admitted on the 
juiy of iQiatrpns. 

Serf. I thank your wojr,^p : tliep t^e co^rt is 
adjourned. 

{Tip^ipf G^ and DwiMOT in m upper boic. 

r2 
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fei'. By my shoul, but I will spake. 

Der, Arrah, be quiet, Terence. 

Ter. Dibble burn me, but I will; liut» hut, not 
spake, what should ail me? harkee yon, Mt.' Jus- 
tice — 

Scam. Hollo, what's the matter nbw. Will ? 

Der, Leave off, honey Terence, now you ar^ 
well — 

Ter, Dermot, be easy— 

Scam. Hear him — 

Tire, Hear him— 

Ter. Ay, hedr him, hear him ; why the matter 
is this, Mr. Justice, that little hopping fellow, 
there, that publin Journal man, is as great a liar 
as ever was born — 

Tire. How so ? / 

Ter. Ay, prithee don't bodder me ; what, d'ye 
learn no more manners at Oxford college, than to 
^top a jontleman in the midst of his speech before 
te begins ? oh, for shame of yourself — Why the 
matter is this, Mr. Justice, that there what the 
dibble d'ye call him, Pra-lPraragrdf, but, by my 
shoul, that is none of his name neither, I know 
the little bastard as well as myself: as to Fanny 
the Phantom, long life to the poor gentlewoman, 
he knows no more of her than the mother that 
bore her — 

jSi^^^. Indeed ! good lord, you surprise me ? 

Ter. Arrah, now, honey Suds, spake when you 
are spoke to; you ar'n't upon the jury, my jewel, 
now ; by my shoul you are a little too fat for a; 
ghost. 

Tire. Prithee^ friend Ephraim/ let him go on r 
jfet's hear a little what h^ would be at— 

Ter. I say, he knows Birthing abput the case 
that id Jitigatfed here, d'ye 6e4i, at all, at all ; be- 
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cause \vliyy I ha'n't ha been from Dublin above 
four weeks, or a month ; and I saw him in His 
shop every day ; so that how could he be here and 
there too ; unless, indeed, he used to fly back* 
wards and forwards, and that you see is impossi- 
ble, becase why, he has got a wooden leg. ' 

Scam. What the devil is the fellow about? 

Tire, I smoke him — harkee, Terence, who do 
you take that lame man to be ? 

Ter. Oh, my jewel, I know him well enough 
sure by his parson, for all he thought to conceal 
himself by changing his name^ — 

Scam, Why, it is Foote, you fool, 

Ter. Arrah, who? 

Tire. Foote. 

Ter. Fot, what, the lecture-man? Pa— 

Tire. Yes. 

Ter. Arrah, be easy, honey — 

Scam, Nay, inquire of Suds. 

Suds. Truly I am minded 'twas he. 

Ter, Your humble servant yourself, Mr. Suds ; 
by my shoul, I'll wager you three thirteena to a 
rap, that it; is no such matter at all, at all. 

Scam. Done — and be judged by the company. 

Ter. Done — 111 ask the orator himself— here he 
comes ; [Enter Foote.] Harkee, honey Fot, was 
it yourself that was happing about here but now 7 

Foote. I have heard your debate, atid must give 
judgement against you — 

Ter, What, yourself, yourself! 

Foote, It was — 

Ter. Then, faith, I have lost my thirteens — 
Arrah, but Fot, my jewel, why are you after 
playing such pranks to bring an honest jontlemsur 
into company where h6 is nat—— But what^ is 
this selling of lectures a thriving profession! 


Foote^ I cfinnot determine as yet; tbi^ pubfig^ 
have beeD very indulgept; I h^ye not longopeoed. 

Ter, By my shomn if it wswersj,, will ygu be 
my pupily and learn me thf^ tr<vde ? 

/oo<e. Willingly— 

Ter. That's an bope^t fellow, long life to yqi>, 
lad. [^SiU iofpn. 

Enter M'Oboroe. 

« 

M* George. Here is Docter Friscano without 

Foote. Friacano*— who is he ? 

M'George. The German physician from Jame^- 
street* 

Foote. Well ; what is his business witb me? 

M*George, He is in danger of losiQg I^Js trade. 

Foote, How so ? 

M* George. He says, last summer, thiugs want 
on glibly enough, for then he had thti marked all 
to himself; but this year there is an Italian fellpw 
started up in the garden, that wit;h bis face ^nd 
grimace has taken all his patients aw^y* 

Foote. That's hard. 

M'George. Dreadful — ^if you were tp ^e^x tl|e 
poor man's terrible tale you would really be moyed 
to compassion : he says that his bleeding wo^n't 
find him in bread; and as to the toathirade^ ex- 
cepting two stumps^ for six-pence a {>iece^ 'tis p^ 
month since he looked in a qioutb — 

Foote. How can I hf^lp him ? 

M'George. Wky he thinks oratory wiU do M 
with the English ; and if you would but teach him 
to talk^ he should soon ^ethis i;us]tom again — 

Foote, Can he read ? 

tnate. 
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* M^George. Oh Lord ! poor mao, no. 

Foote, Well, let him attend here on— > 

M* George, He hopes you will quickly despatch 
him, for if he finds he can't do as a doctor ^ he in- 
tends to return to the curing of horses again. 

Foole, Well, tell him he may rest assured » h*. 
shall either bleed or shoe in a fortnight. 

[Exit M'Georob. 

Foote. Having thus completed our lecture on 
the eloquence peculiar to the bar, we shall pro- 
duce one great group of orators, in which will be 
exhibited specimens of every branchi of the art. 
You will have, at one view, the choleric, the- 
placid, the voluble, the frigid, the frothy, the 
turgid^ the calm, and the clamorous; and, as a 
proof of our exquisite skilly our subjects are not ' 
such as s regular education has prepared for the 
reception of this- sublime science, but a set of 
illiterate mechanics, whom you are to supposd" 
SLSS^bied at the Robin-Hood, in Butcher-row,* in 
order to discuss and adjust the various systems bf 
Europe ; but particularly to determine the sepa« 
rate interest of their own mother country. • 


ACT THE THIRir. 

SCENE^The Robin-Hood. 

The President. 

Dermot O'Droueda, a Chairman ; Tim Twist^ 


* "Butcher-row was ditaate outside Temple-bar, on the 
riglit, aslantways ; where are still to be seen the remains of 
Robin-Hood court, in whi^^h this famous club was held, but; 
subsequently removed tft Wych-street* 
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a Tailor; Strap, a Sk^emafcen Ahyil^* a 
Smith: Sam Slaughter^ a Butch^-; Catch- 
POLR^ a Bailiff. All with peuj.W pot9 &s|^f 
them. 

Pres. SiUw^, geittiem^ ; aie your pots re~ 
pldoisbed with parted ? 

All. Full, Mr. Pie^ideRt 

Pres. We wiU then proceed to the business of 
th^ day; aiid let m^ hegv gcotlemeB^ that you 
will, in yoiK deh^tes^ preseire liiat deietBO^ and 
deiQoniia tho^. is dm to tiiie impottaiice ot your 
delihecatioii^,. <md thet dignity of this ilhiitf iows ■ 
asft^mbly-- 

[Ge|< ^^puMs qffhU hatf ami reads tkamiOum. ' 
Motion made lasl Monday to he debated to^di^ 
** That> for the. future,^ instead ol that Talgar por 
tati<»a called poster* Ae hoaouraJide membieis 
niay hq ^vpptiea with a piopar quantity of Irish 
i|s<|ueibAgh^. 

'< Peroiot O'Droheda + hb mariK.'' 

aJdr^. [GsU itpO That's I, myselE 

Pr€8. Uu O'Droheda. 

0*Dro. Mu PrcAiden^ the case is this; it is 
not becase I am any grate loyer of that same 
usquebagh that I have set my mark to the motion, 
but becase I did not think it was dacent for a 
number of jontiemen, that were, d'ye see, met to 
settle the affairs of the. nation, to be guzzling pots 
of porter. To be sure the liquor is a pretty sort 
of a liquor enough, when a man is hot with trot- 
ting between a couple of poles*; but this is ano- 
ther guess matter, becase why, the head is concern- 
ed ; and if it was qot for the malt ajid the haps» 
dibble burn me but I would as soon take a drink 
from (he Thames as your porter.. But as to us* 
quebagh ; ah, long life to the liquor !-^it is an 


eidnln^tor of ibe hoirels, and a slotaiatii; to l3ie 

-biMid; I ftajy Mr. Presidefnt, it hirigorates, it 

fttknfttkttesy it — in short it is tbeoirliest liquor of 

life, and iiG man aKire ivill die Vhil^ he drinks it. 

[Sks doiim. Twi^ g^ets ktp, having a piece of 

paper, t&nfaining the %eiitf« dfwkiit he $aj^f 

th hii 9uit. 

ilVe». Mir. Timothy twist. 

TufU^. Mr. President, I seconA Mr. OT)ro- 
tteAa*^ %n<Mion; und, sir, giye me leave— 1 say, 
Mr. President — [looks in his fuif\ — give me leave 
«o oli^eive, that, shr, though it is impossible to add 
any force to what has been advanced by my bo- 
nounMe friend in the strops ^ yet, s(ir, [looks into 
^kk hat -again,'] It may,, sir, 1 ^ay, Ve necessary 
to iabviate somi^ objections that may be madis to 
HielDotion ; and first, it may be thought — I say, 
1^, some gentlemen may think, that this may 
prove pernicious to our manufacture — l^looks in 
Ms hait,] and the -duty doubtless it is of every 
•ftiemberof'this illustrious assembly to have a par- 
ticular ^ye unto that; but Mr. President — sir — 
^^haks in his fuit, is confused, and sits downJ] 

Pres. Mr. Twist, O pray finish, Mr. Twist. 

Twist, [gets up.] I say, Mr. President, that, 
sir, if sir, it be considered that — ^as — I tfay — 
^^tiioks in his haf]—^ have nothing further to 

»^y. 

'[;Sits thufn, and SmAlf gas np. 
Pres. Mr. Strap. 
* Strap. Mr. Pre$ilent, it waa not my intention 
'fo^tmole l3ie assembly upon this occasion, but 
H^faen I iiear ivsinutttionis thrown ou't by gentlemen, 
-^v^re the interest of this tsountry i^ so deepfy 
«dno6rifed, i own I caittfot sit silent ; and give 
me leave to say, sir, there never came before this 
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assembly a point of more importance than this ; it 
strikes, sir, at the very root, sir, of your consti- 
tution ; for, sir, what does this motion imply ? it 
implies that porter, a wholesome, domestic manu- 
facture, is to be prohibited at oncel And for 
what, sir? for a foreign^ pernicious commodity. 
I had, sir, formerly the honour, in conjunction 
with my learned friend in the leather apron, to 
expel sherbet from amongst us, as I looked upon 
lemons as a fatal and foreign fruit ; and can it be 
thought, sir, that I will sit silent to this? No, 
sir, I will put my shoulders strongly against it; 
I will oppose it manibus totibus. For should this 
proposal prevail, it will not end her^ ; fatai, give 
me leave to say, will, I foresee, be the issue; 
and I shan't be surprised, in a few days, to hear, 
from the same quarter, a motion for the expulsion 
of gin, and a premium for the importation of 
whiskey. 

[^ hum of approbation^ with significant nods 
and winks from the other members. He 
sits down ; and Anvil and another member 
get up together ; some cry Anvil, others 
Jacobs. 

Pres. Mr. Anvil. 

Anvil. Mr. President, sir — 
[The members all blow their noses^ and cough ; 
Anvil talks all the while, but is not heard. 

Pres. Silence, gentlemen ; pray gentlemen. A 
wtNBiby member is up. 

Anvih I say, Mr. President, that if we consi- 
der this case in its utmost extent — [all the members 
cough, and blow their noses again] — ^I say, sir, I 
will. /Nay, I insist on being heard. Ifanygea- 
tieman ha? any thing to say a^ where else, I'U 
hearhim* 
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' ' IMembersnll laugh, and Anvil m7« doum 
> in a passion, and Slav GHTER ^et 8 ufu 

Pres. Mr. Samuel Slaughter. 

Siaugh> Sir, I declare it, at the bare hearing qf 
ttiis here motion, 1 am all over in a sweat; for 
my part I can't think what gentlemen mean by 
talking in that there manner; not but I likes that 
every man should deliver his mind ; I does mine ; 
it has "been ever my way ; and, when a member 
opposes me, I like him the better for it; it's right,; 
I am plesis'd ; be can't please me more ; it is as 
it should be ; and though I differ from the honour- 
able gentleman in the flannel night-cap, over the 
way, yet I am pleased to hear him say what he 
thinks; for, sir, as I said, it is always my rule 
to say what I think, right or wrong— [a loud 
laugh.] Ay, ay, gentlemen may laugh, with all 
xny heart ; I am used to it, I doir't mind it a far- 
thing ; but, sir, with regard to that there motion, 
I entirely agree with my worthy friend with the 
pewter pot at his mouth. Now, sir, 1 would 
fain ask any gentleman this here question ; Can 
any thing in nature be more natural for an £n- 

flishman, than porter ? I declare, Mr. President, 
think it the most wholesomest liquor in the 
world. But if it must be a change, let us change 
it for rum, a wholesome palatable liquor, a liquor 
that— in short, Mr. President, I don't know such a 
liquor.. Ay, gentlemen may stare; I say, and 
I say it upon, my conscience^ I don't know such a 
liquor. Besides, I thinL there is in this here affair 
^ point of law^ which I shall leave to theconsi* 
deration of the learned, and for that there reason, 
I shall take up no 'more of "your time.' 

[He His down^ Catchpole gets up. 
Pres. Mr. Catchpole. 

VOL. lu s 
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^tth. t |et tip to ^Afe poirti trf ln^. And 
ihoafffa, sit, I am breA to the %tistiiessy I can't 
say J am prepared for ihn question. But ^ough 
lihtB usqnebagtiy as a dram, may not ^by vame) 
be *siilrject to a duty, yet it is my 'OjjifiHlon, t>r 
trather beKcff, it -wHl be considered, trs ^n'Kke cfti»e 
of liorses, to t^ome under "ttxe artide of *dry !g^ods 
-^Bnt luove thitt anoArer day 116s pc^tft h& 4tt^ 
bated. 

Mm^* I seeond'flietnolaon. 

{GuTCflpaLE ^ives a "paper ¥a Me PneSSenif 
^who ftaus a, 

Pten. iSear your motion. 

^ That ft be derated -next fliiMday, «rlie^r 
4he dram iisqudba^ is tsiibj^t to ^a paiNicrfar 
H^hMy; or, as in Are eaise c^*harses» to be'eoncA- 
^ered under the aiticlle of *&ry tgoodsJ* 

AIL Agreed, agreed. 

'Foe^e. And 'now, ladies and get^flemen, faMriiig 
>prodncedto yon glaring proofs cf liMfr tgrevti «lA- 
^iily%i every species oft)rratoty/havbg*BiaiflfeEfted, 
%4he f/ersons ctf 'Our pupils, -our infinite tMidress 
m c>>irveying tinr 'knowledge to tiffhers, <we AM. 
« dose our morning's ^lecture, instfluted Ifor ibe .piA- 
9ic good, ivrith a proposal fer 'the "pattion^lffir im- 
f rt9rementiof <tndividuals. We are ready i» grre 
'pmate insltcnctions to "anj^^TeTerend ^eefflenNm ^m 
%m pnibflltionftry nsermon'for 'a kctavei^faip'; »to 
yemng barristers wbo hare causes ;to open, 'or 
%i6l»onB to raaflce; to tdl trandidittes *fbr Ae «oi& 
•cnr btfskm*; x>r to tbe new tnembers -of •imy «of 
-iltose oratorieril isrocieties *wMi wfaidi diis «ietm- 
«pelis'b "tft tn;e(rent BO |4ientiMDyisto«$keil. 
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MAYOR OF GARRATT, 

. A COMEDY, IN TWO ACTS, 

As performed at the 
THEATRE-ROYAL, DRURY-LANE. 


« • 


REMARKS. 


Thb plot of this kunourous and i^DterUiniiif 
comedy was founded on an old custom of cboiMk 
ing a mock parliamentary representatiye for the 
Tillage of Garratty near Wandsworth^ in Surrey ; 
now discontinued in common with many other re- 
velsy though the people cherish the return of such 
festiyalsy and look upon them, as Sir Jacob ob- 
serves, as sacredly as on Magna Charta. 

It appeared at the Haymarket, 1763 ; its suc- 
cess was Tery great, and it kept possession of the 
stage from that tjme to the present, being now 
often brought out to relieve the dulness of the mo- 
dem comic muse* In 1794, old Bannister, in the 
boldly-drawn character of Major Sturgeon, and 
his son, as Jerry, contributed to revive this piece 
at the same house (rebuilt) with increased 6clat ; 
for, about that period, the spirit of volunteering 
became general, and the military mania diffused 
itself among all classes ; and they repaired to the 
scene where one- of the most ridiculous among 
themselves exposed his absurdity, they laughed 
at his droll situations and mal-adroitness with 
profit, and avoided his humiliations. Prodigious 
applause ever attends the representation of the 
Mayor of Garratt, particularly in the garden 
scene. 

s2 
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When this play first appeared, the yoice of envy 
denied its originality, attributing the idea of the 
plot to haye been taken from Shadwell's '^ Epsom 
n ells/' performed just ninety "y ears before. ITet 
even poor Tom Shadwell was denied the small 
praise of originality by hils cotemporaries ! 

Numerous editions of the Mayor of Garratt have 
been printed, of various sizes, and several with 
embellishments ; and it has been cut down occa^ 
sionally into a fetite piece, or interlude, . at mipor 
theatres, under the specious title of Jerry Stteietk, 


DRAMATIS PEBSON^. 

MEN, 

At the reviyal in 1794^ 
Major Sturgeon • ,Mr. Bannister, Mr. Bmmitter, 
Sir Jacob Jollup Mr, WaXdron. Mr, WaJdnm, 

BRUiN,.,..,,«..«,ilfr. Wrighi Mr. Benmm. 

Lint ••••••••••• • JIfr. Wrighten Mr, Ledger, 

Roger • • • • . .Mr, Hokrqfiti , Mr, WMron,Jun, 

Mob • Messrs, Hdme, Nash, t;e, Mr. EfXBli, 9fc. 

Snuffle • . • . • Mr, Burton, Mr. Lyons* 

Crispin Hbel-Tap Mr, Griffiths Mr. Burton, 

Jerry Sneak. • • •••ilfr. Dodd Mr. J. 


WOMEN, 

Mrs, Bruim Miss Simeon Mrs. BooUl 

Mrs, Sneak Mrs, Wrighten Mrs, Webb, 
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SCENE^Garratt'lane, and Sir Jacob's Hmue 

there. • 


THI^ 


MAYOR OF GARRATT, 


ACT I.— SCENE I. 

Scene.— 5tV Jacob's* Hottse, at Garratt. 

Enter Sir Jacob. 
SirJac. Roger-^ 

Enter Hogeb. 

, Reg* Anan, sir— 

Sir Jac. Sir, sirrah I and why not Sir Jacobs 
you rascal ? Is that all your manners ? Has his 
Majesty Subbed. me a Knight fo^you to make me 
a Mister? Are the candidates near upon coming 1 
- Rog^ Kic Goose^ the tailor, from Putney^ 
they say, will be here in a crack. Sir Jacob. 
. Sir Jac. Has Margery fetched in the linen ? 

Jlog0 Ves, Sir Jacob* 

Sir Jac^ Are the pigs and the poultry locked 
ap in the barn ? 

Rog» Safe, Sir Jacob. 

Sir Jac* And the plate i^nd spoons in the pan^ 
try? 
.i. Rog. Yes, Sir Jacob. 

SirJac. Then give me the key; the moh will 
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soon be upon us ; all is fish that comes to their 
net. Has Ralph laid the cloth in the hall ? 

Rog. Yes, Sir Jacob. 

Sir Jac, Tlien let him bring out the turkey and 
chine, and be sure there is plenty of mustard; 
and, d'ye hear, Rogers d^you stand yourself at 
the gate, and be careful who you let in. 

Rog^, I willa. Sir Jacob, [Exait Roqeb. 

Sir Ja$\ So» mw I bdie\pe thinigsr are; piotty 
secure : but I can't think what makes my daugh- 
ters so late ere they — IKnocking at the gate. 
Who is that, Roger T 

Rog. [without Jl Mftater Iint,tbe potter-carrier. 
Sir Jacob. 

Sir Jw^ ii^ hiok ia^ Whett the de«oe Mb he 
want? 

Enter Lint. 

Sir Jac. Well, master Lint,, your will ? 

Lint. Why, I come, Shr Jacob, partly to in- 
quire after your health ; and pattfy, mm 1 xoaep iay» 
td* wtlle Ae hnsiMts of Ithe oEqr. 

Sir Jac. Wbatbuaiiiesa?. 

IdnL Your wwrtbip kMOwolk, tBia hmag tbe 
day o£ ekdaon^ the rabble: wm^ ba riotovB; m 
whtdi cas«,, maima^ brvises,, ^ontusions^ disloca- 
tions,, feaclutes suajrie and emnpoiind, may lik«lr 
ensite : now your wotslrip' need not he told, 
that T. am not only a^baKDUtcopoliat, or 'vender 
ol dnig;^^ bol tikewiee chirurgeont^ oe healer of 
wounds. ' ) 

Sir Jac. True, master lint^ and equally skil- 
ful io beth* 

Lint. It is your worship's pleasure to say wn 
Sir Jacob : Ts it your woralnp's will that I lend a 
ttiiaiateciag kind to the mainifid ? 
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Sir Jac. By all meani. 

Lint iAaoA t» fi^liDia »i»t I bving «i inj 1»il( f 

^ifr Jbc .BosbfietB, tlve i/oGetjy. 

Z^Mif. YoMrmnsfaip faHnvsy that, -fctH or ^are, 
I faaye contraated io fhymt itbe pttmk-fMMyr by 
tiBB (^al {gtavfj^ iMit il£iU ,auMit dbe a separate 


Sir Joe. No, no; lail under i»e: came, morn* 
tfit Unt, AiriH Jba TMBneawonaliit, 

Xtnf. Indeed, Sir Jacob, I can hardly afford 
it. What widi the dearness of dru^s, and the 
waatbeif JsfipalienMB Ulie peace has preeured me, I 
e$mm0t get saft 'to my 'porridge. 

Sir Jac. " Bad this year, better ^e tiex€*-^ 
We must take things rough and omoeth as'they 

Unt* Indeed I have avery hard bargain. 

Sir Jac. No such vasNItet ; «re are, nel^fabeur 
find, a little better instruetefl. SPoinerly, indeed, 
a fit of iHness irais Teiy ^xpemsive ; 'but new, 
physic is cheaper than food. 

ijAnt. Marry, '>heayen forbid I 

Sir-4bKc. Ke, iie ; ^your essentpes, ^isirs, eme- 
tics, sweats, drops, and your pastes, and your 
pais, haye ^silenced your pesfles and mortars. 
Why«fever» that wemd formeAy hav^^cosft you 
a fortune, you may now oure ^ ^wetye 'penif orfh 
of powder. 

lAnU Or kill, ^k Jacob. 

Sir Jac* And then, as to ymrr -ficurvies and 
gouts, rheumatisms, eeiraiimptiotts, scoughs, imd 
Cfttajr^8« tar-water* and turpenline will make you 
1^ sound ^ a roach. 

^ ^ 1>hMMita*. FiNiv Beiittey, <SiiflMnror*QIo7iie, reiiHy be- 
lieved this sonpfe a spf cific for all wordent; tmd actmttly 
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Lint. Nostrums ! 

Sir J, Specifics, specifics, master LinL 

Lint. I am very sorry to fiod a man of your 

worship's — ' Sir Jacob, a promoter, of puffs ; 

aa encourager of quacks, Sir Jacob. 

Sir Jac, Reguiars, Lint, regulars ; look at their 
names — Roger, bring me the news — ^not a soul of 
them but is either P* L» or M. D« . . 

Lint. Plaguy liars 1 Murderous dogs ! 

RoGEE brings the newspaper • 

Sir Jac, Liars! Here, look at the list of their 
c^r'es. The oath of Margery Squab, of RatcUff-* 
Highway, spinster. 

Lint. Perjuries. 

Sir Jac* And see here, the churchwardens haT^ 
signed it, 

L^nt: Fictitious, Sir Jacob. 

Sir Jac. Sworn before the worshipful Mr. Jus^ 
tice Drowsy, this thirteenth day of-— 

Lint. Forgery. 

Sir Jac. Why, hark'ye, sirrah, do you think 
Mr. Justice Drowsy would set his hand to a 
forgery? 

Lint^ I know, Sir Jacob, that woman ; she has 
been cured of fifty diseases ia a fortnight, and 
oyery one of 'em mortal. 

Sir Jac. You impudent—- 

Lint. Of a dropsy, by West — 

Sir. Jac* Audacious — 

Lint. A cancer, by Cleland— 




crammed it down the throats of thousands. A goodly oei 
teyo volume hronght gentle as -vrell as aimple into e be« 
lief in tar-water, and the government were induced t9 lend 
a band to his whemes*. 
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Sir Jac* Arrogant — ' 

Lint.- A palsy, by Walker — 

Sir Jac. Impertinent — 

Xiiif . Gout and sciatica, by 'Rock. 

Sir Jac. Insolent — 

£,inf. Consumption, by Steyens's drops-* 

Sir Jac. Paltry — 

Lint, And squinting, by the Cheyalier Taylor— 

Sir Jac. Pill-gilding puppy !* 

Lint. And as to the Justice, so the affidavit 
brings him a shilling — 

Sir Jae* Why, harkye, rascal, how dare you 
abuse the commission ? — You blood-letting, to#th« 
drawing, ^ corn-cutting, worm-killing, blistering, 
glistering — 

Lint. Bless me. Sir Jacob, I did not think 
to — 

Sir Jac. What, sirrah, do you insult me in my 
office? Here, Roger, out with him — turn him 
out. 

Lint. Sir, as I hope to be-^ [Exit. 

Sir Jac. Away with him. You scoundrel, if 
my clerk was within, I'd send you this instant to 
Bridewell. Things are come to a pretty pass, in^ 
deed, if, after all my reading in Wood, and Nel- 
son, and Burn ; if after, twenty years' attendance 
at turnpike-meetings, sessions petty and quarter; 
if after settling of rates, licensing ale-houses, and 
committing of vagrants — But all respect to autho- 
rity is lost; and Unua Quorum tacked to a man'a 

* This ennmeratioa of ^famous medical impostors byname, 
maybe bailed as the perfection of legitimate satire. Of 
Tayhf, we may add, that a life of this sooimdre], from tha 
pen of his own son, disclosed facts that make the pen 
tnemble at the recital, 
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name, is no more regarded inow^aHdays^ llian a 
petty constable. [KnoekingJ] Ro^r» see who 
is at the gate ? Why the "feilovr is daa£. 

Rog. Justice j3tii]::geoDy the iifltuiio&ger, iaom 
Brentfi^rd. 

Sir Joe* £kd?6 my 4ifeJ — and Majjor te the 
Middlesex militia. Usher hiniv, Soger. 

Enter Major Sxubgjbon. 

SirJaCs I ««>uU hsMB mshed fou ted eome a 
little sooner^ Major Sturgeon. 

Mqjter^ Wixy, what has rbeen (the mnlteKy 'Sir 
JEasenb? 

Sir Jiae. Theie liin« Majer, been liese ati ivipu- 
dent pill-monger, who has dared to soandalise 4be 
srhole ibody ii 4ie .benoh. 

Major. Insolent companion ! had I been hece» 
i. iifroiildihave aniUtmiised the tmsoal M ootoe* 

.5tr Jac. Slio, ido, he ^aatod tthe :M%jor more 
than the magistrate; a few smart strokes from 
j^our eane would have fiiUy ansvered ihe pnspo^e. 
— WeH, MagoKy our .vukts laore dose ; the .rattKng 
drum And squeakingife now (woimd ^ovrteais jao 
more. 

)M(§mu Tvue, SUr Jacob, /our corps ds diaem- 
bfidied, iso the iFronch may ^eep in.seonnty. . 
; iSirJac. But, Mb§!Ox, wasjt not oBlber fete i« 
life for 5?ou itO'enter upm tbe i^tsofessian xxi vaas 1 

Mujar^ A. iitfele iawkward in ihe beginniik|;,.Bir 
Jaxsil» : the ^eat tdifficuHjir ^ey had waa, to nt 
me to turn but my toes ; but use, use recoi^cUes 
all them kind of things : why, after my first 9am- 
«aigii^ I no more miudea the noise of tho ffuus 
thana^eaAiteu ^ 

Major. No. There is more made of Aese mat- 
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ters than they merit. For the getcial. gdo<^. in- 
deed, 1 ma glad of the peace ; but es to my sin- 
gle self— And yel;, we hay^e kiad som« despmnei^ 
dttH, Sis Jacob*. 

SkrJac. No doubt 

Mv^. Ob f sacfa mardnngs waA eoootei^iMMclm 
ing|8^ from. Brentfoml to Ming, frotf* Eling tO' Aq- 
ton, from Actoa to Vxbddge; tke dttst flying, 
sun scorching, men sweatings— Why, thoYe was our 
last espedilioiB to Houilslowy thaet dm.j^s woHt car- 
Tied eff Af sjer Moloseas. 5biil»ll«fi«Ms tfi^rer 
saw a braver commands!! He was) ani rrrspn- 
rable loss to the seryice. 

SitJag. HoweatilelifaMrabeat^ 

Migm'. Why f ib was partk' tb« Sfcfer'v own 
iwult; 1 ad?i9^ Iliac lo^ puM off his spiir» befaie te 
W€at mptm actioii^ bat be wa» reeeiutey^ uaA would 
not be ruled. 

Sir Joe* SfMi: seal lor Hie seirfee^ 

JMk^&r* DovM^e99-^B^ to proceed; in tjrder 
to get our mes hi good spitlttf, we Wore q«Bitca«d 
at Isleworth, the evening befiire^ at di^-bveak, 
epQ^ regiiKMnt formed st Hcmnslow toWn'» eMdFy as 
it raigSt be adbout here.^ Th« Majot made a fi^ 
dtapcwilion : on^ we ntsnrchedv the mea all in hifh 
spivitu, l«i attack tbe gibbet wftere Gaar$Ui h long- 
ing ; but tonfiiig d<»wh a. nsnnrow h»e tO' the left, 
as it might be abo«t tbeve, ii( eedertQ possess: a 
pig^s stye, that we nnght take the gaRows in flank, 
aiKl, at att even^, eeciire a retreat,, wbo should 
eette by bet a dre^e of fat oisen for SmidnfieM. 
The druMS' beat iii> the fronts iAm dogs barked in 
tire te^, the dxea set up a gallop ; on they came 
thundering upon us, broke through ow ranks in 
an instaot, and threw the wbole corps iaie confu- 
sion. 
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Sir Jac, Terrible ! 

Major^ The Major's horse took io his heels ; 
-Away he scoured over the heath. That gallant 
commander stuck both his spurs into the flank, and 
for some time held by his mane ; but^ in crossing 
J9L ditch, the horse threw up his head, gave the 
Major a dowse in the chops, and plumped him 
into a gravel-pit, just by the powder-mills. 

Sir Jac* Dreadful ! 

Mqfar. Whether from the fall or the fright^ the 
Major moved off in a month — Indeed, it was an 
unfortunate day for ua alL 

Sir Jac. As how ? 

Major » Why, as Captain Cncumber, Lieutenant 
Patty Pan, Ensign Tripe, and myself, were re- 
turning to town in the Turnham-Green stage, we 
were stopped near the Hammersmith turnpike, and 
jobbed and stripped by a footpad. 

Sir Jaa, An unfortunate day^ indeed 1 

Major.: But iii some measure to make me 
\amenas, I got the Major's commission. 

Sir Jac* You did. i^ 

Major. O yes. I was the only one of the corps 

•ihat could ride ; otherwise, we always succeeded 

of course I no jumping over heads; no underhand 

work among us ; all men of honour ; and I must 

. do the regpiment the justice to say, there never was 

. a set of more amiable officers. 

Sir Jac. Quiet and peaceable. 

Major. As lambs. Sir Jacob. Excepting one 
boxing-bout at the Three-Compasses . in Acton, 
between Captain Shears and the Colonel, concern- 
ing a game at All-fours^ I don*t remember a sin- 
gle dispute. 

. Sir Jac. Why, that was mere mutiny ; the Cap- 
tain ought to have been broke. 
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Mt^. He waff ; for file Ckiioiiel not only took 
«if#ay liis' cockade, but bk eastom ; and I d^iil 
think poor Captam Shears has don« a iliteh fot Ikita 
a»ee. ^ 

SirJac. But you aooa gttp^iigd the load of 
Molosftag ? 

Mig0r* In part only: no, Sir Jaeob^ he had 
great eaepeiience i he was torahMd np to ara^ from 
his youth : at sixteen be trailedi a {Mike in the Ar^ 
tillery-ground ; at eighteen got a eompany in the 
^nitiiifield pioneers; and by the time be was 
twenty, was aiade atdrde-camp tiO Sir JelFery 
Orab^ Knighty Alderman^ and Oolonel of iht 
Yilhw. 

Sir Joe. A rapid rise ! 

Major. Yes, be had a goiiai for war i bat Ithat 
I wanted in practice, I made up by doubling my 
d^enoe. Onr porter at home bad been a serjeant 
of marines \ so, after shop was sbat up at nigbt, b^ 
tMed to teaeh me my eserdse ; and he bad not to 
deal with a dunce, oir Ja(|Hi)* 

Sir Jac* Yovr progress was great 

Maj9r. Amazing* Id a wedk I could sbduMef, 
and resty and poise» And tarn to the right, and 
wheel to the left ; and in lees than a meiilh -I 
cvlild fire wHbont winking or bUnklng. 

Sir Jac. A perfect Hannibal I 

Major. Ah, and then I learnt to form ltnei», and 
boHows, and squares, and eTolaftione> and rerolu- 
tioas : let me tell yon, Sil* Jn^ob^ it was Incky ikM 
Monsieur kept his myrmidons at home, or we sbonM 
have peppered bis nat-bottom*d boats. 

Sir. Jac. Ay, marry, be had a marvellons escapes * 

Major. We would a tangbt him what a Briton 
l^an do; who is ligbtinf pro arvis and/o«a«» * 

t2 
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" Sir Jac. Pray now. Major, which Ao you look 
lipOQ as the best disciplined troops, the London 
regiments, or the Middlesex militia ? 

Major. Why, Sir Jacob, it does not become me 
to /Bay"; but lack-a-day, they have never seen 
any service — Holiday soldiers ! Why, I don't 
believe?, unles^^ indeed, upon a lord-mayor's day, 
and thait mere matter of accident, that they were 
ever wet to the skin in their lives. 

Sir Jac, Indeed J 

Major. No! soldiers for sun-shine, cockneys; 
ihey hjave .not the appearance, the air, the free- 
dom, the Jenny segui that — Oh, could you but see 
me. salute! you have never a spontoon in the 
house ? 

Sir Jac. No ; but we could get you a shoye- 
pike. 

Major. No matter. Well, Sir Jacob, and how 
are your fair daughters, sweet Mrs* Sneak, and 
the lovely Mrs. 3ruin t is she as lively and as 
brilliant as ever ^ . ^ 

Sir Jac. Qh, oh, now ihe murder is out; this 
visit was intended for them; come, own now. 
Major, did not you expect to meet with them here 1 
Yqu officers are men of such gallantry ! 

Major. Why, we do tickle up the ladies. Sir 
Jacob ; there is no resisting a red coat. 

Sir Jac. True, true. Major. 

Major. But that is now all over with me» 
** Farewell to the plumed steeds and neighing 
troops," as the black man says in. the play; like 
the Roman censurer, I shall retire to my Savine 
^Id, and there cultivate cabbages^ 
, Sir Jac. Under the shade of your laurels. 

Major. True; I have done with the Major, and 
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1IOW rotiira ta the magistrate ; Cedunt armn 
iogge.*. V 

Sir Jac, Still in the service of your country. 

Major. True; man was not made for himself; 
and BOy thinking that this vrould prove a busy day 
in the justicing way^ I am come, Sir Jacobs td 
lend you a hand. 

8ir Jac, Done like a neighbour. 

Major, I have brought, as 1 suppose most of 
OUT business will be in the battery way, some 
warrants and mittimuses ready filled up, with all 
but the names of the parties, in order to save time. 

Sir Jac, A provident magistrate. 

Major, Pray, how shall we manage as to^the 
€u*ticle of swearing; for I reckon we shall have 
oaths as plenty as hops. 

Sir Jac, Why, with regard to that branch of 
our business to-day, I believe, the law must bd 
suffered to sleep. 

Major ^ I should think we might pick up some- 
thing that's pretty that wa|^ 

Sir Jac, No, poor rascals, they would not be 
able to pay ; and as to the stocks, we should never 
£nd room for their legs. ^ 

Major. Pray, Sir Jacob, is Matthew Marrow- 
bone, the butcher of your town, living or dead T 

Sir Jac, Living. 

Major. And swears as much as he used ? 

Sir Jac. An altered man. Major; not an oatl^ 
comes out of his mouth. 

Major. Yon surprise me; why, when he fre- 
quented our town of a market-day, he has taken 
out a guinea in oaths — and quite changed ? 


L « > •> 


• Variatioji. Seddunf army iuggy, a corruption of Ce- 
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Sir Jac, Entirely; tkej say his wife has maiie 
him a Methodist, and that he preaches at Ketf- 
ningto»^«BHiioii. 

*^^ Maj&r. What a deal of mischief those rascals 
d0 IB the coimtry — Why^tban^we bars entitstiy 
last him t 

Sir Jac. In that way ; but I got at- Inrac^ of 
hind'Overs from hihl last w«^k for a eduple of 
bastards^ 

Majer. Well done, mast^ Matthew— bat pfMj 
now^ Sir Jaf oh — [Mob tMhomt hnzza! 

sir Jae. What's the matter Aow, Roger ? 

Enter Roger.^ 

Rog* The eleetof s deftre to know^ if your w0f* 
ship has any body to recommesd 1 

Sir Jae. By no means ; let them \A free in their 
choice ; I shaVt interfere. 

Ro^. And if your worship has aay ofc^etoticMi t» 
Crispin Heel-tap, the cobbler's^ being rstahiing 
officer 7 

Sir Jac. None, proVided the rase&l can keep 
hioijBelf sober* Is he there? 

Rog. Yes, Sir Jacob: make way there; staad 
further off from the gate : here is madain 8tfe<lk in 
a ebair^ along with her husband* 

Major. Gad-so, you will perHUt ute to coillroy 
l»er in ? [Eait MiUOR. 

Sir Jae. Now, here is onie of due evils of War. 

This Sturgeon was as pain^-taking 4 BtHiagsgate* 

broker as any in the bUls of mortality. Bitt the 

fish is got out of his element; the sddisr kas 

quite deflu>lished the citi^eiu 

Enter Mrs. Snbar, handed hy the Major. 
Mrs. Sneak, D^ar Major, t demand a millioa 
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^f pardons. T have given you a profusion of trou^ 
ble ; but my husband is such a goose-cap, that I 
can't get no good out of him, at home or abroad — 
Jerry, Jerry Sneak !— Your blessing, Sir Jacob. 

Sir Jac. Daughter, you are welcome to Garratt. 

Mrs. Sneak, Why, Jerry Sneak ! 1 say. 

Enter Sneak, with a band-box, a hoop-petiicoat 
under his arm, and cardinal, Sfc, S^c, Sfc. 8fc. 

Sneak. Here, lovey. 

Mrs. Sneak. Here, looby : there, lay these 
things in the hall ; and then go and look after the 
jiorse : are you sure you have got all the things 
out of the chaise? - 

Sneak. Yes, chuck. 

Mrs, Sneak. Then give me my fan. 

[Jerry drops the things in searching his 
pocket far the/an.. 

Mrs, Sneak. Did ever mortal see such a — I de- 
clare, I am quite ashamed to be seen with biro 
abroad : go, get you gone out of my sight. 

Sneak. I go, lovey : Good-day to my father- 
in-law. 

Sir. Jac. I am glad to see you, son Sneak : 
but where is your brother Bruin and his wife? 

Snede. He will be here anon, father Sir Jacob ; 
he did but just step into the Alley, to gather how 
tickets were selling. 

Sir Jac. Very well, son Sneak. 

[Exit Sneak. 

Mrs, Sneak. Son.! yes, and a pretty son you 
have provided. 

Sir Jac. I hope all for the best: why, what 
terrible work there would have been> had you 
married such a one as your sister? one house 


204 THE MAYOR OV GAJRRATT; 

could never have eoatMiied yon — ^Now,; I Aoiiglit 
^k» meek mate-^ 

Mrs, Sneak. Meek! a; mushr(A>»! » milkdop! 

SirJa€n hook'je, Molly ». I baye^ marided you 
to a maa ; lake care you don't fltiake bin a stfoa- 
ster. [ ExU Sir Jac. 

Mrs. Sneak. Monster! Why> Major, the fellow 
has no more heart Ulan tt moQ^e : had ttiy kmd 
stars indeed allotted me a militanry man, I should, 
doubtless, have deported myself iit abeseemiitfgly 
manner.. 

Mi0or. Uacfuesttonftbly, madadtau 

Mrs* Sneak. Nor woidd the Major Irare fevsdl^ 
bad it been my fortune to intermarry with Hii% Ant 
Molly Jollup would have dii^honoured his cicitfft. 

Major. I [diould hare been too hafvpyV 

Mrs^ Sneok.^ Indeed^, sir, I rererenee l&e army ; 
they are all so brave ;. sopoKte;' sa every thing a 
ureiaaa can wish— 

Ma^ar. Ob! niaclaii^^ 

Mrs. Sne&k. So elegant ^ so geirteel; ao^ ribiigi 
ing : and then the tank } vrl^^ who would dai^ to 
affront the wife of a Major t 

Mafor. Ko man with impenitgr ; ftiak I take the 
freedom to say, mad^m. 

Mrs, Sneak. I know it^ gefod- sir : Oli I I am 
no stranger to what I have missed* 

Major. Oh, madam ! — Let me dM,.b«t ^e hfis 
infinite merit. [Aside. 

Mrs, Sneak. Then to be join'd to a sneaking, 
slorenly cit ; a paltry,, prayings pityfnl phi-maker ! 

Major, Melancholy! 

Mrs. Sneak. To be jodtEsd and crammed with 
the crowd; no respect,, noplace, no precedence; 
to be choked with the smoke of the eky; ao 
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country jamits but %o Xslin^on ; no balls but at 
Pewterers' Hall. 

Mi^or. lutolerable ! 

Mr^, Sneak. I see, air, you have a proper senae 
of my -safferiu^. 

Major. And would shed iiqrt>est blood 4o re- 
lieve them. 

iilr«. Sneak. Oallant gentleiaaii ! 

Major. The brave must favour the fair. 

Mrs. Sneak. Intrepid Mivfor ! 

Major. Divine Mrs. Sneak ! 

Mrs. Sneak. 'Obliging oommau4er ! 

Mdfor. Might I be permitted the honour^* 

Mrs. Sneak. Sir — 

Major. Ju«t4o ravish « kiss ^rom your hand. 

Mrs. Sneak. You 'have a rifbt to ^ we can 
grant. 

Major. Courteous, condescending, complying — 
flmnl 


JEnier SnesUC. 

Sneak, Chudc, my brother and sister Bruin are 
ju^<tuiiaing the corner; >the Ciapham stage was 
quite tfiiU, «nd so they came by water. 

Mrs. Sneak. I widb >ihey ha!a all been sous'd ia 
^e Thame8--«-a prying impertinent puppy ] 

Me^or. Nestt time I will d^p a aentiad to se- 
cure the door. ' 

Mrs. Sneak. MajorSturgeon^penUiit me towith- 
dmw for a moment; my dress demands a iittle 

■mrukia* ^ 

'Major. Your bdyehip's most entirely devoted. 

fifnf. Snedk. Ladyship! 1^ is tfae^;^ry Sroglio 

~ Belieieile of tfie lurmy I 

Sneak. ®htAl I^ak upon you, ^ove? 

Mrs. Sneak. No, eMi ; what, would you leave 
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the Major alone? Is that your maDtiers, you 
mongrel 1 

Major. Ob, madam, I can never be alone; 
your sweet idera will be my constant companion. 

Mrs, Sneak, Mark that : I am sorry, sir, £ am 
obIigate(i to leave you. 

Major. Madam — 

Mrs. Sneak. Especially with such a wretched 
CQxnpaniQci, . 

Major. Oh, madam — 

Mrs. Sneak. But as soon as my dress is re- 
stored, I shall fly to relieve your distress. 

JMajor.. For that moment t shall wait with the 
greatest impatience. 

3]rs. Sneak. Courteous commander. 
: Major. Paragon of women I 

Mrs. Sneak, Adieu I 

Major* Adieu. 

[Exit Mrs. Snbak. 

Sneak, Notwithstanding, sir, all my chicken 
has said, I am special company when she is not by. 
' Major. 1 doubt not, master Sneak. 

Sneak. If you would but come one Thursday 
night to our club, at the Nag's Head, in the 
Poultry, you would meet some roaring, rare boys, 
ifaith : there's Jen^my Perkins, the packer ; little 
Tom SlmkinSf . the grocer ; h lest master Muzzle, 
the midwife — 

- Major. A goodly compaiiy I 
i. Sneak, Ay, and then son^etimes we have the 
Choice Spirits from Comiis's Court, ^nd we crack 
jokes, and are SQ jolly and funny : I have learnt 
myself to sing "An old woman clothed in gray.*' 
But 1 durst not sing out loud, because my wif| 
would overhear one ; and she says as bow I bawl 
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Mqjor, And you must not tkink of disobliging 
your lady. 

Sneak. I never does: I never contradicts her, 
not I. 

Major* That's right : she is a woman of infinite 
merit. 

Sneak. O, a power : and don't you think she is 
very pretty withal ? 

Major, A Venus ! 

Sneak. Yes, werry like Wenus — Mayhap you 
have known her some time ? 

Major. Long. 

Sneak. Belike, before she was married ? 

Major. I did> Master Sneak, 

Sneak* Ay, when she was a vfirgin. I thought 
you was an old acquaintance, by your klising her ' 
hand ; for we ben't quite so familiar as that — but 
then, indeed, we ha'n't been married a year. 

Major* The mere honey-moon. 

Sneak. Ay, ay, I suppose we shall come to 
it by degrees. 

Bruin. \within'\ Come along, Jane ; why,- you 
are as pursy and lazy, you jade — 

« 

Enter "B^vi^ii and Wife; Bruin with a cotton 
cap on ; his Wife with his wig, great coat, and 
Jishing-rod* 

Bruin. Come, Jane» give me my wig ; yon slut,, 
how you have tousled the qurls. Master Sneak, 
a good morning to you. ' Sir, I am your humble 
servant, unknown. « 

Enter Roger. 

Rog. Mrs. Sneak begs to speak with the Ma^or. 
Major. I will wait on the lady immediately. 

VOL. II. u 
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Sneak. Don't tarry an instant ; you can't think 
how impatient she is. [Exit Major, 

Sneak. A good morrow to you, brother Bruin ; 
you have had a warm walk across the fields, 

Mrs. Bruin, Good lord, I am all in a muck — 

Btntin. And who may you thank for it, hussy ? 
If you had got up time enough, you ibight have se- 
cured the stage ; but you are a lazy lie-a-bed — 

Mrs, Bruin, There's Mr. Sneak keeps my sister 
a chay. 

Bruin, And so he may; but I know better 
what to do. with my money : indeed, if the war 
had but continued awhile, I don't know what 
mought ha' been done; but this plaguy peace, 
with a pox to't,-ba& knocked up all the trade of 
the Alley, 

Mrs, Bruin. For the matter of that, we can 
afford it well enough as it is. 

Bruin, And how do you know that ? Who 
told' you as much^ Mrs. Mixen ? I hope 1 know 
the world better than to trust my concerns with a 
wife : no, no, thank you for that Mrs. Jane. 

Mrs, Bruin, And pray who is more fitterer to 
be trusted? 

Bruin, Hey-day ! Why, the wench i» be^ 
witchied : come, come, let's have none of your pa- 
laver here. — Take twelve-pence and pay the water- 
man — ^but first, see if he has broke none of the 
pipes.^— And, d'ye hear, Jane, be sure to lay the 
fishtng-rod safe. * [-Ed?t7 Mrs. Brdin. 

Sneak, Odd's me, how finely she's managed I 
what would I give to have my wife as much under ! 

Bruin. It is all your own fault, brother Sneak. 

Sneak. D'ye think so? she is a sweet pretty 
creature. 
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Bruin. A vixen. 

Sneak, Why, to say the truth, she does now 
ttnd then hector a little; and, between ourselves, 
•domineers like the devil. O Lord, I lead the life 
of a dog : why, she allows me but two shillings a 
week for my pocket. 

Bruin. No! 

Sneak. No, man ; 'tis she that receives and 
pays all : and then I am forced to trot after her to 
church, with her cardinal, pattens, and prayer- 
book, ibr all the world as if I was still a 'prentice. 

JBruin. 'Zounds ! I would souse them, all in the 
kennel. 

Sneak. I durst not. — And then at table^ I never 
gets what I loves. 

Bruin. The devil ! 

Sneak, No; she always helps me herself to the 
tough drumsticks of tarkies, and the damned fat 
Haps of shoulders of mutton ; I don't think I have 
eat a bit of under-crustsincerwe have been married : 
you see, brother Bruin, I am almost as thin as a lath. 

Bruin. An absolute skeleton ! 

Sneak. Now, if you think I could carry my 
point, I would so swinge and leather my lambkin ; 
Oiod, I would 80 curry and claw her. 

Bruin, By the lord Harry, she richly deserves 
it. 

Sneak. Will you, brother, lend me a lift ? 

Bruin. Command me .at all times. 

Sneak. Why then, I will verily pluck up a 
spirit; and the first time she offers to- — 

Mrs. Sneak, [within.'] ^erry, Jerry Sneak ! 

Sneak. Gad's my life, sure as a gun that's her 
voice : look-ye, brother, I don't choose to breed 
a disturbance in another body's house ; but as 
itoon as ever I get home — 
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Bruin, Now is your time. 

Sneak. No, no; it would not be decent. 

Mrs. Sneak, [tvithin] Jerry ! Jerry ! — 

Sneak. I conie^ lovey. But you will be sure 
to stand by m^ ? 

Bruin, Trot, nincompoop. 

Sneak. Well, if I don't— I wish — 

Mrs, Sneak, [within] Where is this lazy puppy 
a-loiteringi 

Sneak. I come, chuck, as fast as I can — Good 
Lord, what a sad life I da lead ! [Exit Sneak. 

Bruin. Ex guovi^ linguo : who can make a silk 
purse of a sow's ear ? 

Enter Sir Jacob. 

Sir Jac. Come» son Bruin, we are all seated at 
table, man ; we have but just time for a snack : 
the candidates. are near upon coming. 

Bruin. A poor, paltry, mean-spirited — Damn it, 
before I would submit to such a — 

Sir Jac. Come, come, man ; don't be so crusty. 

Bruin. 1 follow. Sir Jacob : Damme, when 
once a man gives up his prerogative, he might as 
well give up — But, however^ it is no bread and 
butter of mine^ Jerry, Jerry !— Zounds, I would 
Jerry and jerk her too. [Exit. 


ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE continues. 

Sir Jacob, Major Sturgeon, Mr. and Mrs. 
Bruin, Mr. and Mrs, Sneak, discovered. 

Mrs, Sneak, Indeed, Major, not a grain of curi- 
osity. Can it be thought that we, who have a 
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Lord-Mayor's show every year, can take any plea- 
sure in this ? 

Major. In time of war, madam, these meetings 
are not amiss ; I fancy a man might pick up a 
good many recruits [ at them] : but in these piping 
times of peace, I wonder Sir Jacob permits it. 

Sir Jac. It would, Major, cost me my popula- 
rity to quash it: the common people are as fond 
of their customs . as the barons were of their 
Magna Charta : besides, my tenants make some 
little advantage. 

Enter Roger. 

Rog. Crispin Heel-Tap, with the electors, are 
set out from the Adam and Eve. 

Sir Jac* Gad-so, then they will soon be upon 
us : come, good folks, the balcony will give us the 
best view of the whole. Major, you wiH take 
the ladies under protection. 

Major, Sir Jacobs I am upon guard. 

Sir Jac. I can tell you, this Heel-Tap is an 
«rch rascal. — 

Sneaki And plays the best game at cribbage in 
the whole corporation of Garratt. 

Mrs, Sneak, That puppy will always be a chat- 
tering. 

Sneak. Nay,, I did but— 
• Mrs. Sneak. Hold your tongue, or PU send you 
home in an instant — 

Sir Jac, Prithee, daughter! — You may to-day. 
Major, meet with something that will pdt you in 
mind of more important transactions. 

Major, Perhaps so. 

Sir Jac. Lack-a-day, all men are alike ;, their 
principles exactly the same :' for though art and 

u2 
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education may disguise or polish the manners, the 
same motives and springs are universally planted. 

Major. Indeed ! 

Sir Jac. Why, in this mob, this group of ple- 
beians, you will meet with materials to make a 
Sylla, a Cicero, a Solon, or a Caesar : let them 
but change conditions, and the world's great lord 
had been but the best wrestler on the green. 

Major, Ay, ay, I could have told these things 
formerly ; but since I have been in the army, I 
have entirely neglected the classics. 

[^Mob without huzza. 

Sir Joe. But the heroes are at hand. Major. 

Sneak, Father Sir Jacob, might not we have a 
tankard of stingo above ? 

Sir Jac, By all means. 

Sneak. D'ye hear, Roger. 

[Exeunt into the Balcony. 

SCENE-^A Street. 

Enter Mob, with Heel-Tap at their Head; some 
[banners inscribed] carrying " a Goose" ; Qiherg 
** a Mug" ; others " a Primer." 

Heel-Tap. Silence, there ; silence, 

1st Mob. Hear neighbour Heel-Tap. 

2d Mob- Ay, ay, hear Crispin. 

3rf Mob. Ay, ay, hear him, hear Crispin : He 
will put us into the model of the thing at once. 

Heel 'Tap. Why then, silence! I say. 

AH. Silence. 

Heel-Tap. Silence, and let us proceed, n«ig6- 
bours, with all the decency and confusion usual 
upon these occasions. 

ist Mob. Ay, ay, there is no doing without that 

All, No, no, no. 
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Heel-Tmp. Silence then» and keep the peace : 
what, is there no respect paid to authority ? am 
not I the returning officer ? 

AIL Ay, ay, ay. 

Heet^Tap. Choaen by yourselves, and approved 
of by Sir Jacob ? 

AiL True, true. 

Hftil'Tap. Well, then, be silent and civil ; stand 
back there, that gentleman without a shirt, and 
make room for your betters. Where's Simon 
Snuffle, the sexton ? 

Snujfie. Here. 

Heel-Tap. Let him come forward; we appoint 
him our secretary : for Simon is a scollard, and 
can read written hand ; and so let him be respected 
accordingly. 

3if Moh, Eoom for Master SnufHe. 

Heel-Tap. Here, stand by me : and let us, 
neighbours, proceed to open the premunire of the 
thiifg : but first, your reverence to the lord of the 
manor : a long life and a merry one to our land- 
lord. Sir Jacob ! Husza! 

Mob. Huzza! 

Sneak. How, fares it, honest Crispin ? 

Heel-^Tap. Servant, Master Sneak.— Let us now 
open the premunire of the thing, which I shall do 
briefly, with all the loquacity possible ; that is in 
a medium way ; which, that we may tbe better do 
it, let the secretary read the nam^s of the candi- 
dates, and what tbey say for themselves; 9»i 
then we shall know what to say of them : MaMcr 
Snuffle, begin. 

Snuffle, «* To the worthy inbabiUnts of the an- 
cient corporation of Garratt: Gentlemen, your 
votes and interest are humbly requested in fa,voiir 
of Timothy Goose, to succeed your late worthy 
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mayor, Mr. Richard Drippiogyin the said office » 
he being*'- 

Heel-Tap. This Goose is but a kind of Gosling, 
a sort of sneaking scoundrel : who is he ? 

Snuffle. A journeyman tailor, from Putney. 

Heel-Tap, A journeyman tailor! A rascal, 
has he the impudence to transpire to be mayor? 
D'ye ^consider, neighbours, the weight of this 
office? Why, it is a burden for the back of a 
porter ; and can you think this cross-legged cab- 
bage-eating son of a cucumber, this whey-faced 
ninny^ who is but the ninth part of a man, has 
strength to support it ? 

1st Mob. ]Vo Goose I no Goose ! 

2d Mob. A Goose ! 

Heel-Tap. Hold your hissing, and procered to 
the next. 

Snuffle. ** Your votes are desired for Matthew 
Mug." 

Ist Mob. A Mug ! A Mug ! 

Heel-Tap. Oh, oh, what you are all ready to 
have a touch of the tankard ; but, fair and soft, 
good neighbours, let us taste this Master Mug, 
before we swallow him ; and, unless I am mis- 
taken, you will find him a damned bitter draught. 

1st Mob. A Mug ! a Mtig ! 

2d Mob. Hear him ; hear Master Heel-Tap. 

1st Mob. A Mug ! a Mug ! 

Heel-Tap. Hark ye, you fellow, with your mouth 
full of Mug, let me ask you a question : bring him 
forward : pray is uot this Matthew Mug a vic- 
tualler? 

3d Mob. I believe he may. 
Heel-Tap. And lives at the sign of the Adam 
and Eve? 
3d Mob, I believe he may. 
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Heel-Tap, Now, answer upoo your honour, and 
as you are a geotleman, what is the present price 
of a quart of home-^brewedy at the Adam and £ve ? 

Zd Mob. I don't know. 

Heel-Tap, You lie, sirrah : an't it a groat? 

^d Mob, I believe it may. 

Heel-Tap. Oh, may be so : now, neighbours, 
here's a pretty rascal ; this same Mug, because, 
d'ye see, state-affairs would not jog glibly without 
laying a farthing a quart upon ale, this scoundrel, 
not contented to take things in a medium way, 
has had the impudence to raise it a penny. 

Mob. No Mug ! no Mug ! 

Heel-Tap. So, I thought Z should crack Mr. 
Mug. Come, proceed to the next, Simon. 

Snuffle. The next upon the list is Peter Primer, 
the schoolmaster. 

Heel-Tap. Av, neighbours, and a sufficient 
man : let me tell you. Master Primer is the man 
for my money , a man of learning ; that can lay 
down the law ; why, adzooks, he is wise enough 
to puzzle the parson ; and then, how you hfiive 
heard him oration at the Adam and Eve of a Sa* 
turday night, about Russia and Prussia: £cod, 
George Gage the exciseman is nothing at all to un. 

Ath Mob. A Primer. 

Heel-Tap. Ay, if the folks above did but know 
him ! Why, lads, he will make us all statesmen 
in time. 

2d Mob. Indeed ! 

Heel-Tap^ Why, he swears how all the miscar- 
riages are owing to the great people's not learning 
to read. 

2d Mob. Indeed ! 

Heel-Tap. For, says Peter, says he, if they 
would but once submit to be learned [taughtl by 
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me, there is no koowbg to what i pitch, the na- 
tion might rise. 

1st Mob, Ay, I wish they would [learn*.] 

Sneak. Crispin, what is Peter Primer a candi- 
date? 

Heel-Tap. He is, Master Sneak. 

Sneak. Lord, I know him, mun, as well as my 
mother : why, I used to go to his lectures to Pew- 
terers* Hall, Mong with Deputy Firkin. 

Heel Tap. Like enough. 

Sneak. Odds-me, brother Bruin, can you tell 
what is become of my yife ? 

Bruin. She is gone off with the Major. 

Sneak. Mayhap to take a walk in the garden ; 
I will go and take a peep at what they are doing. 

[Exit Sneak. 
Mob without huzza. 

Heel-Tap. Gad-so ! the candidates are coming. 
Come, neighbours, range yourselves to the right 
and left, that you may be canvassed in order : let 
us see who comes first ? 

\st Mob. Master Mug. 

Heel-Tap. Now, neighbours^ have a good can* 
tiou that this Master Mug does not cajole you ; 
he is a damned palavering fellow. 

Enter Matthew Mug. 

Mug. Gentlemen, I am the lowest of your 
slaves : Mr. Heel-Tap, have the honour of kiss- 
ing your hand. 

Heel-Tap. There, did not I tell you? 

Mug. Ah, my very good friend, I hope your 
father ,is well ? 

Ist Mob. He is dead. , 

Mug. So he is. Mr. Grub, if my wishes pre- 
vail, your very good wife is in health. 
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2d Mob, Wife! I never was married. 

Mug, No more you were. Well, neighbours 
and friends — ^Ah ! what honest Dick Bennet. 
\ 3d Mob, My name is Gregory Oubbins. 

Mug, You are right, it is so ; and how fares it 
with good Master Gubbins ? 

3d Mob, Pretty tight. Master Mug. 

Mug. I am exceedingly happy to hear it. ' 

4th Mob, Hark ye, Master Mug. 

Mug, Your pleasure, my very dear friend ? 

4th Mob. Why as how, and concerning our 
young one at home. 

Mug. Right; she is a prodigious promising 
girl. 

4th Mob, Girl ! Zooks, why 'tis a boy* 

Mug, True ; a fine boy ! X love and honour the 
child. 

4th Mob, Nay, ^tis none such a child ; but you 
promised to get un a place. 

Mug. A place ! what place ? 

4th Mob, Why, a gentleman's service, you 
know. 

Mug, It is done ; it is fixed; it is settled. 

4th Mob, And when is the lad to take on ? 

Mug, He must go in a fortnight at farthest 

4th Mob. And is it a pretty goodish birth. 
Master Mug? 

Mug, The best in the world; head-butler to 
Lady Barbara Bounce* 

4th Mob. A lady ! 

Mug. The wages are not much, but the vails 
are amazing. 

4th Mob. Barbara Bunch ? 

Mug» Yes ; she has routs on Tuesdays alld 
Sundays, and he gathers the tables ; only he finds 
candles, cards, coffee, and tea. 
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4th Mob. I9 Lady Barbara's work prettjf ii^t ? 

Mug. As good as a sinecnre; he only writes 
cards to her company, and dresses his mistress's 
hair. 

44k Mob, Hair ! Zounds, why Jack was bred 
to dressing of horses. 

Mug. True; but he is suffered to do that by 
deputy. 

4th Mob. May be so. 

Mug. It is so. Hark ye, dear Heel-Tap, who 
is this fellow ? I should remember his face. 

Heel-Tap. And don't you 1 

Mug. Not I, I profess. 

HeeUTap. No ! 

Mug. No. 

Heel-Tap. Well said, Master Mug ; but come, 
time wears : have you any thing more to say to 
the Corporation ? 

Mug. Gentlemen of the Corporation of Gar- 
ratt 

Heel-iap. Now, twig him; now, mind him: 
mark how he bawls his muscles about. 

Mug. The honour I this day solicit will be to 
me the most honourable honour that can be con- 
ferred; and, should I succeed, you, gentlemen, 
may depend on my using my utmost endeavours 
to promote the good of the borough ; to wbich 
purpose, the encouragement of your trade and 
manufactories will most principally tend. Garratt, 
it must be owned, is an inland town, and has not, 
like Wandsworth, and Fulham, and Putney, the 
glorious advantage of a port; but what Nature 
has denied, industry may supply : cabbages , car- 
rots, and colly-flowers may be deemed, at present, 
your staple commodities ; bat why should not your 
commerce be extended? 'Were I^ .gentleiaen, 
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worthy to advise, I shoald recommend the opening 
a new branch of trade : sparagrass, gentlemen, the 
manufacturing of sparagraas. Batteraea, I own, 
geatlemen, bears, at present, the belle ; but where 
lies the fault? In ourselves, gentlemen; let us, 
gentlemen, but exert our natural strength, and I 
will take upon me to say, that a hundred of grass, 
from the Corporation of Garratt, will, in a short 
time, at the London market, be held, at least/ as 
nn equivalent to a Battersea bundle. 

Mcb. A Mug ! a Mug ! 

Heel-Tap. Damn the fellow, what a tongue he 
has! God, I must step in, or he will carry the 
day. Hark ye. Master Mug ! 

Mug, Your pleasure, my very good friend ? 

Hed'Tap. No flummering me : I tell thee, Mat- 
thew, 'two'n't do : why, as to this article of ale 
here, how comes it about that you have raised it a 
penny a quart ? 

Mug. A word in your ear, Crispin ; you and 
your friends shall have it at three pence. 

HeeUTap. What, sirrah, d'ye ofter a bribe ! 
D'ye dare to corrupt me, you scoundrel I 

Mug. Gentlemen 

Hed'Tdp. Here, neighbours, the fellow has 
offered to bate a penny a quart, if so be as how I 
would be consenting to impose upon you. 

Mob. No Mdg ! no Mug ! 

Mug. Neighbours, friends 

Mob. No, Mug! 

Mug. 1 believe this is the first borough that 
ever was lost by the returning officer's refusing a 
bribe. [ExitMva. 

2d Mob. Let us go and pull down his sign. 

Heel-Tap. Hold, hold, no riot: but, that we 
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may not give Mug time to pervert the votes and 
carry the day, let us proceed to the election. 
Moh. Agreed; agreed! 

[Exit Heel-Tap and Mob« 

Sir Jacob, Bruin, and Wife, come from the 

Balcony* 

Sir Jac. Well, son Bruin, how d'ye relish the 
Corporation of Garratt? 

Bruin. Why, look ye. Sir Jacob, my way is 
always to speak what I think : I don't approve 
on't at all. 

Mrs, Bruin. No ! 

Sir Jac. And what's your objection I 

Bruin. Why, I was never over-fond of your 
May-games : besides, corporations are too serious 
things; they are edge-tools, Sir Jacob. 

Sir Jac. That they are frequently tools, I can 
readily grant : but I never heard much of their 
edge. 

Mrs. Bruin, Well, now, I protest, I am pleased 
with it mightily. 

Bruin, And who the devil doubts itl — You 
women folks are easily pleased. 

Mrs. Bruin. Well, I like it so well, that I hope 
to see one every year. 

Bruin, Do you ? Why then you will be damn- 
ably bit ; you may take your leave, I can tell you, 
for this is the last you shall see. 

Sir Jac. Fie, Mr. Bruin, how can* you be jsuch 
a bear : is that a manner of treating your wife ! 

Bruin, What, I suppose -you would have me 
such a snivelling sot as your, son-in-law Sneak, to 
truckle and cringe, to fetch and to- 
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Enter Sneak, in a violent hurry. 

Sneak. Where's brother Bruin ? O Lord ! bro- 
ther, I have such a dismal story to tell you 

Bruin. What's the matter? 

Sneak. Why, you know I went into the garden 
to look for my yife and the Major r and there I 
hunted and hunted as sharp as if it had been for 
one of my own minikens ; but the deuce a Major 
or Madam could I see : at last, a thought came 
into my head to look for them up in the summer« 
house. 

Bruin. And there you found them ? 

Sneak. I'll tell you, the door was locked ; and 
then I looked through the key-hole: and, there. 
Lord a mercy upon us ! [fVhispera] as sure as a 
gun. 

Bruin. Indeed! Zounds, why did not you 
break open the door ? 

Sneak. 1 durst not : what, would you have me 
set my wit to a soldier ? I warrant, the Major 
would have knocked me down with one of his 
boots ; for I could see they were both of them off. 

"^ Brain. Very well ! Pretty doings ! You see. 
Sir Jacob, these are the fruits of indulgence : you 
may call me bear, but your daughter shall never 
make me a beast. 

Mob huzzas. 

Sir Jac. Hey-day ! What, is the election over 
already 1 

Enter Crispin, &c. 

Heel-Tap. Where is master Sneak ? 
Sneak. Here, Crispin. 

Heel-Tap. The ancient Corporation of Garratt, 
in consideration of your great parts and abilities. 
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and out of respect to their landlord, Sir Jacob, 
have unanimously chosen you mayor. 

Sneak. Me! huzza! good Lord, who would 
have thought it? but how come Master Primeff to 
lose it? 

Heel-Tap. Why, Phil Fleam had told the elec- 
tors, that Master Primer was an Irishniaii ; and 
so they would nooe of them give their vole for m 
foreigner. 

Sneak, So, then, I have it for certain : Hnzza ! 
Now, brother Bruin, you shall see how I'll ma- 
nage my Madam : Gad, I'll make her know I am 
a man of authority ; she sha'n't think to bullock 
and domineer over me. 

3ruin. Now for it. Sneak ; the enemy's at hand. 

Sneak. You promise to stand by me, brotber 
Bruin. 

Bruin. Tooth and nail. 

Sneak. Then now for it ; I am ready, let her 
come when she will. 

Enter Mrs. Sneak. 

Mrs, Sneak,. Where is the puppy ? 

Sneak, Yes, yes, she is aicing for mo. 

Mrs. Sneak. So, sot ; what, is this true that I 
hear? 

Sneak. May be 'tis, may be 'ta'n't: I don't 
choose to trust my affairs with a voman. Is that 
right, brother Bruin ? 

Bruin. Fine ! don't bate her an inch. 

Sneak. Stand by me. 

Mrs. Sneak. Hey-day! I am amazed! Why, 
what is the meaning of this ? 

Sneak. The meaning is plain, that I am grown 
a man, and vil do what I please, without being 
accountable to nobody. 
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Mrs, Sneak. Why, the fellow is surely be- 
witched. 

Sneak, Mo, I am unwitched, and that you 
shall know to your cost; and since you pro- 
voke me, I will tell you a bit of my mind : what, 
I am the husband, I hope 7 

Bruin, That's right : at her again. 

Sneak,. Yes ; and you sha'n't think to hector 
and domineer over^me as you have done ; for FU 
^o to the club when I please, and stay out as 
late as I list, and row in a boat to Putney on 
Sundays, and wisit my fViends at Vitsontide, and 
keep the key qf the till, and help myself at table 
to vhat vittles I like, and 111 have a bit of the 
brown. 

Bruin, Bravo, brother. Sneak ! the day's your 
own. 

Sneak, A'n't it ? vhy, 1 did not think it vas in 
me ; shall I tell her all I know ? 

Bruin, Every |hing; you see she is struck dumb. 

Sneak, As an oyster : besides, madam, I have 
something furder to tell you : ecod, if some folks 
go into gardens with Majors, mayhap other people 
may go into garrets with maids. — ^There, I gave it 
her home, brother Bruin. 

Mrs, Sneak. Why, doodle I jackanapes ! hark ye, 
who am I ? 

Sneak. Come, don't go to call names: ami? 
vhy my vife, and I am your master. 

Mrs. Sneak. My master ! you paltry, puddling 
puppy ; you sneaking, shabby, scrubby, snivelling 
whelp I 

Sneak. Brother Bruin, don't let her come near 
me. 

Mrs. Sneak, JIave I, sirrah, demeaned myself 
to wed such a thmg, such a reptile as thee ? Have 
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1 iiot Made myself a by-word Co all my aequala- 
tance ! Don't all the world cry. Lord, wba would 
haTe thought it ! Miss IttoUy Jollup to be mar- 
ried to Sneak ! to take op at last wi^ euch a 
noodle as he ! 

Sneak, Ay, and glad enough you eould catch 
me : you know, you was pretty near your last legs. 

Mrs. Sfuak* Wlw there eret such a confident 
eur ? My last legs! Why, all the country knows, 
I co«ld have piek'd and choosM where I would : 
did not I refuse 'Squire Ap*Griffith from Wales? 
did Qot CounsellcHr Crab come a courting a twelre- 
month ? did noit Mr. Wort, the great brewer of 
Brentford, make an offer that I should keep my 
post-chay ? 

Snemk. Nay, brother Bruin, she has had werry 
good profTers, that is certain. 

Mr^ Sneak, My last legs ^-^but I can rein my 
passion no longer; let me get at the villam. 
> Btuin^ O fye,. sister Sneak. 

Sneak, Hold h^ fiast. 

Mrs^ Sneak, Mr. Bruin, unhand me : what. It 
is yon that hare stirced up these coals, then ; he 
is set oa by you to abuse me. 

Bruin, Not I ; I would only have a man be- 
have like a man. 

Mrs. Sneak, What, and you are to teach him, I 
warrant — B«4 here comes the Major. 

Enter Ma^ob Stubgeon. 

Oh. Mfljor ! such a riot and rumpus ! Xifo a 
man, indeed I I wish people would miad their 
own affabrs, and notmecuile with matters that does 
not concern them : but all in good time ; I shall 
one day catch him alone, wfae^ he has not his 
bullies to back him. 
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Sneuk. Adod, that's true, brother Bruia; what 
fthall I do wbea she has me at home, and nobody 
by but oucselves ? 

Arum.. If you get her once under^ you may do 
with her whatever you wilL 

Major, Look ye. Master Bruis, I doa't know 
how 4his behayiour may suit with a citizen ; but, 
w«re you an officer, and Miyjor Sturgeon upon 
y4>|]r court-martial — 

Bruin. What then? 

Major, Then I why then you would be broke. 

Bruin. Broke ! and for what ? 

Major., What! read the articles of war: but 
these things are out of your spear ; points of ho- 
nour are for the sons of the sword. 

Sneak. Honour! if you come to that* where 
was your honour when you got my vife in the 
garden ? 

Major. Now, Sir Jacob, this is the curse of our 
cloth ; all suspected for the faults of a few. 

Sneak. Ay, and not without reason; I heard 
of your tricks at the King of Bohemy, when you 
was campaigning about, I did ; father. Sir Jacob, 
he is as wicious as an old ram. 

Major, Stop whilst you are safe. Master Sneak ; 
for the sake of yoir amiable lady, I pardon what 
is past — But for you — 

Bruin. Well. 

Major. Dread the whole force of my fury. . 

Bruin. Why, look ye. Major Sturgeon, 1 don't 
much care for your poppers and sharps, because 
why, they, are out of my way ; but if you will doff 
your boots, and box a couple of bouts 

Major. Box ! box ! blades ! bullets ! Bagshot ! 

Mrs. Sneak. Not for the world, my dear Ma- 
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jot ! oh, risk not so precious a life. Ungrateful 
wretches ! and is this the reward for all the great 
feats he has done ? After all his marchings, his 
sousings, his sweatings, his swimmings ; must his 
dear blood be spilt by a broker ? . 

Major. Be satisfied, sweet Mrs. Sneak ; thetfe 
little fracases we soldiers are subject to ; trifles, 
bagatailes, Mrs. Sneak. But, that matters may 
be conducted in a military manner, I will get our 
chaplain to pen me a challenge. Expect to hear 
from my adjutant. 

Mrs. Sneak. Major, Sir Jacob ; what, are you 

all leagued against his dear A man! yes, a 

very manly actjion, indeed, to set married people a, 
quarrelling, and ferment a difference between hus- 
band and wife : if you were a man, you would 
not stand by and see a poor woman beat and 
abused by a brute, you would not. 

Sneak. Oh Lord, I can hold out no longer ! why 
bro.ther Bruin, you have set her a veeping : my 
life, my loyey, don't veep; did I ever think I 
should have made my Molly to weep ? 

Mrs. Sneak. Last legs ! you lubberly — 

[Strikes him. 

Sir Jac. Oh, fie, Molly. 

Mrs. Sneak. Wheit, are you leagued against me, 
Sir Jacob? ^ 

Sir Jac. Prithee, don't expose yourself before 
the whole parish : but what has been the occasion 
of this ? 

Mrs. Sneak. Why, has he not gone and made 
himself the fool of the fair ? Mayor of Garratt, 
indeed ! Ecod, I could trample him under my 
feet. 

Sneak. Nay, why should you grudge me my 
purtarment ? 
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Mrs, Sneak. Did you ever h^ar such an oaf? 
why thee wilt be pointed at wherever thee foest : 
look ye, Jerry, mind what I say ; go, g^t 'em to 
choose somebody else, or never come near me 
again. 

Sneak. What shall I do, father, Sir Jacob? 

Sir Jac. Nay, daughter, you take this thing in 
too serious a light ; my honest neighbours thought 
to compliment me : but come, we'll settle the busi- 
ness at once. Neighbours, my son Sneak being 
seldom amongst us, the duty will never be done, 
so we will get our honest friend Heel-Tap to exe- 
cute the office; he is, I think, every way qualified. 

Mob. A Heel-Tap ! 

Heel-Tap. What d'ye mean, as Master Jeremy 's 
deputy ? 

Sir Jac. 'Ay, ay, his locum tenens. 

Sneak* Do, Crispin ; do be my locum tenens. 

Heel-Tap, Give me your hand. Master Sneak, 
and to oblige you I will be the locum tenens. 

Sir Jac. So, that is settled ; but now to heal 
the other breach: come. Major, the gentlemen of 
your cloth seldom bear malice ; let me interpose 
between you and my son. 

Major. Your son-in-law, Sir Jacob, does de- 
serve a castigation ; but, on recollection, a cit 
would but sully my arms. I forgive him. 

Sir Jac. That's right ; as a token of amity, artd 
to celebrate our. feast, let us call in the fiddles. 
Now, if the Major had but his shoes, he might 
join in a country-dance. 

Major. Sir Jacob, no shoes, a Major must ne- 
ver be out of his boots ; always ceady for action. 
Mrs. Sneak will find me lightsome enough. 

Sneak. What, are all the vomen engaged ? why. 
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then, my locum tenens and I will -jig together. 
Forget and forgive, Major. 
Major. Freely. 

Nor be it said, that, after all my toil, 

I stain'd my regimentals by a broil. 

To you I dedicate boots, sword, and shield, 

Sir Jac* 
As harmless in the chamber as the fidd. 
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PAT RON, 

A COMEDY, IN THREE ACTS, 

As performed at the 
THEATRE^ROYAL, HAYMARKET. 


REMARKS. 


Although not so successful on the ststge as 
his other pieces, the Patren displays the taste and 
genius of Fcote more than any production of his - 
pea before or since. It has, besides, the merit of 
being genuine satire, a quality that was denied to 
sotte of his morepermnal hits; but the public would 
not sanction this chaster attempt of our author, 
and they withheld the approbation that had been 
lavished the precediag season on the Fish-sales- 
man, Sturgeon. It came out, at the Haymarket, 
in 1764, and the hint was ascribed to one of 
AfarmonteFs moml tales; but the principal cha- 
racter was a distant copy of George Doddingianf 
a silly, rich fool, who^ being a twaddling gossip in 
high life^ rain, oir^r-refined, and presuming to dic- 
tate in matters of taste and literature, contrived to 
obtain listeners and correspondents in that class 
of life, but who despised him whilst they stood in 
need of his countenance^ his parliamentary cor- 
ruption, or his purse. Foote, unhappily for the 
closeness of the portrait, found himself obliged to 
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take this obnoxious character at second-hand ; for 
the fellow further contrived to get himself made a 
lard of one of his own rotten boroughs, and thus 
placed himself out of harm's way: though fre- 
quently heard of, he was not general^ known 
beyond the exalted circle of the Ins. 

His Puff was a publisher, who acknowledges 
haying profited by the pillory, and was, moreover, 
the vendor of a quack medicine ; he had migrated 
from a Moorfields' stall, got ricii, and became 
arrogant towards his inferiors, and testy with his 
authors — qualities these, which might be found 
with little variation, any two of them, in numbers 
of this variety of trade, down to our own times. 

Dactyls^ and the whole herd of parasites, that 
hover romd the Sir Thomas Lofties of our day, 
are every where still to be met with ; as are th^ 
various mean attempts lo obtain literary fame sur- 
reptitiously, that we here see portrayed. What, 
then, prevents this comedy from again appearing 
on our boards ? The antiquarian rage is certainly 
not cooled, nor the era of dunces at an end ; or, if 
the fact be not fully so. Bibliomania might form a 
very proper addendum to the present strokes of 
humour and oi just satire. 

*^ Bucks have at ye all;'' the picture of a play* 
house, an epilogue by Garrick, is full of spirit and 
truth ; and is still a favourite piece with our young 
aspirants after histrionic fame, who make use of it 
to fledge their wings at Reciting Clubs, and the 
** Free and Easy" societies all over the land. 


TO THE RIGHT HONODRABLB 

ORANVILLE LEVESON GOWER, 

EARL GOWER, 

Lord Chamberlain of hU Ma}estyi*9 Household. 

My Lord, 

The following little comedy, founded 
on a story of M. MarmonteVs^ and calculated to 
expose the frivolity and ignorance of the pre- 
tenders to learning,' with the insolence and vanity 
of t^ieir superficial, illiberal protectors, can be 
addressed to no nobleman with more propriety 
than to Lord Gower; whose judgement, though 
elegant, is void of affectation, and whose patron- 
age, ' though powerful, is destitute of all fasti- 
dious parade. It is with pleasure, my Lord, that 
the Public sees your Lordship placed at the head 
of that department which is to decide, without 
appeal, on the most popular domain in the whole 
republic of letters ; a spot that has always been 
distinguished with affection, and cultivated with 
care, by every ruler the least attentive to either 
chastising [chastening] the morals, polishing the 
manners, or, what is of equal importance, ration- 
ally amusing the leisure of the people. 

The Patron, my Lord, who now begs your 
protection, has had the good fortune to be well 
received by the public; and, indeed, of all the 
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pieces that I have had the honour to offer thein,_ 
this seems to me to have the fairest claim to their 
favour. 

But the play, stripped of those theatrical orna- 
ments for which it is indebted to your Lordship's 
indulgence, must now plead its own cause: nor 
will I, my Lord, with an affected humility, echo 
the trite, eoa.rse, though classical comptiment, of 
Optimus patronus pessimus poeta : for if this be 
really true of the last, the first can have but smalt 
pretensions to praise ; patronizing bad poets being, 
in my poor opinion, full as pecnicious to the pro- 
gress of letters, as neglecting the good. 

In humble hopes, then, my Lord, of not being 
thought the meanest in the Muses' train, I have 
taken the liberty to prefix your name to this de- 
dication, and publicly to acknowledge my obli- 
gations to your Lordship; which, let me boast 
too, I have had the happiness to receive, un- 
tainted by the insolence of domestics, the delays 
of office, or the chilling superiority of rank ; mor- 
tifications which have been too often experienced 
by much gr^ater writers than .myself, from much 
less men than your Lordship. 

My Lord, I have the honour to be« with the 
gI^eatest respect and gratitude, 

Your Lordship's most obliged 
and most devoted 

humble servant, 

SAMUEL FOOTE. 

< 

West-End, June 20, 1764. 
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> • Mr, Fooie, 


Sir Thomas Lofty 
Sir Peter. Pepperpot 

Dick Beyer •• . ».ilfr. Death. 

Frank Younger Mr. Davis. 

Sir Roger Dowlas ..••. Mr, Palmer. 

Mr. Rust Mr, Westun. 

Mr. Dactyl • Mr. Granger. 

Mr. Puff Mr, Hayes. 

Mr. Staytape • c ^.Mr, Brown. 

Robin Mr.Parsons. 

John Mr. Lewis. 

Two Blacks • • 

Miss Juliet • Mrs, Granger. 

SCENE — Cavendish Square, and its Vicinity. 
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PATRON. 


ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENB-The Street. 

Enter Bbvsr and Younger. 

Young. No, Dicky you must pardon me. 

Bever. Nay, but to satisfy your curiosity. 

Young. 1 tell you, I have not a jot 

Bever, Why, then, to gratify me. 

Young, At rather too great an expense. 

Bever. To a fellow of your observation and 
turn [of mind], I should think now »uch a scene 
a most delicate treat. 

Young, Delicate! Palling, nauseous, to a 
dreadful degree. To a lover, indeed, the charms 
of the niece might palliate the uncle's fulsome 
formality. 

Bever. The uncle I ay, but then you know he 
is only one of the group. 

Young. That's tru€; but the figures are all 
finished alike: — tnani^e, a tiresome sameness 
throughout. 
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Bever, There you will excuse me; 1 am sure 
there is no want of variety. 

Young. No! then let us have the detail. Come, 
Dick, give us a bill of the play. 

Bever, First, you know, there's Juliet's uncle. 

Young, What, Sir Thomas Lofty ! the modern 
Midas, or rather (as fifty dedications will tell you) 

tthe Pollio, the Atticus, the patron of genius, the 
protector of arts, the paragon of poets, decider 
on merit, chief justice of taste, and sworn ap- 
praiser to Apollo and the tuneful Nine. Ha, ha. — 
Oh, the tedious, insipid, insufferable coxcomb I 

Bever, Nay, now, Frank,^ you are too extra- 
vagant. He is universally allowed to have taste ; 
^ sharp-judging Adriel, the muse's friend, himself 
a muse. 

Young, Taste ! by who ? underling bards, that 
he feeds ; and broken booksellers, that he bribes. 
Look ye, Dick, what raptures you please, when 
Miss Lofty is your theme ; but expect no quarter 
for the rest of the family. I tell thee once for all. 
Lofty is a rank impostor, the buff'o of an illiberal, 
mercenary tribe ; he has neither genius to create, 
. judgement to distinguish, or generosity to reward; 
his wealth has gained him flattery from the indi- 
gent, and the haughty insolence of his pretence, 
admiration from the ignorant. Voild le portrait de 
votre oncle Now, on to the next. 

Beter, The ingenious and erudite Mr, Rust, 

Young, What, old Martin, the medal-monger? 

Bever, The same, and my rival in Juliet. 

Young. Rival! what. Rust? why she's too mo- 
dern for him by a couple of centuries. Martin ! 
why he likes no heads but upon coins. ' Married ! 
the mummy! Why 'tis not above a fortnight ago 
that I saw him making love to the figure without a 
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nose, in Somerset-gardens : I caught him stroking 
the marble plaits of her gown, and asked him if he 
was not ashamed to take such liberties with ladies 
ID public. 

Sever, What an inconstant old scoundrel it is ! 
Young* Ohy a Dorimant. But how came this 
about? what could occasion the change? was it in 
the power of flesh and blood to seduce this adorer 
of virtit from his marble and porphyry ? 

Bever, Juliet has done it; and, what will sur- 
prise you, his taste was a bawd to the business. 
. Young. Prithee explain. 
Sever. Juliet met him last week at her uncle*s } 
be was a little pleiaised with the Greek of her pro* 
file; but, on a closer inquiry, he found the turn-up 
of her nose to exactly resemble the bust of the 
princess Poppaea. 

Young, The chaste moiety of the amiable Nero. 
Sever, The same. ' 

Young. Oh, the deuce ! then your business 
was done in an instant. ^ 

Sever. Immediately. In favour of the tip, he 
offered carte blanche for the rest of the figure, 
which (as you may suppose) was instantly caught 
at. 

Young. Doubtless. But who have we here ? . 
Sever, This is one of Lofty's companions, a 
West-Indian of an over-grown fortune. He saves 
me the trouble of a portrait. This is Sir Peter 
Pepperpot. 

Enter Sir Peter Pepperpot and two Blacks. 

SirPeter. Careless scoundrels ! hark'ee, rascals! 
rU banish you home, you dogs ! you shall back, 
and broil in the sun. Mr. Bever, your humble ; 
Sir, I am your entirely devoted. 
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Bever. You seem moved; what has been the 
matter, Sir Peter? 

Sir Peter. Matter ! why I am invited to dinner 
on a barbae u, and the villains have forgot my 
bottle of cayenne. 

Youn^. Unpardonable. 

Sir Peter. Ay, this country has spoiled them ; 

this same christening will ruin the colonies. 

Well, dear Bever, rare news, boy; our fleet is 
arrived from the West 

Bever. It is ? 

Sir Peter. Ay, lad ; and a glorious cargo of 
turtle. It was lucky I went to Brighthelmstone ; 
I nicked the time to a hair ; thin as a lath, add a 
stomach as sharp as a shark's : never was in finer 
condition for feeding. 

Bever. Have you a large importation. Sir Peter? 

Sir Peter, Nine ; but seven in excellent order : 
the captain assures me they greatly gained ground 
on the voyage. 

Bever. How do you dispose of them? 

Sir- Peter. Four to Cornhill, three to Almack's, 
and th^ two sickly ones I shall send to my borough 
in Yorkshire. 

Young. Ay ; what, have the provincials a relish 
for turtle? 

Sir Peter. Sir, it is amazing how this country 
improves in turtle and turnpikes ; to which (give 
me leave to say) we, from our part of the world, 
have not a little contributed. Why, formerly, sir, 
a brace of bucks, on the mayor's annual day, was 
thought a pretty moderate blessing. But we, sir, 
have polished their palates. Why, sir, not the 
meanest member of my corporation but can dis* 
tinguish the posh from the pee. 

Young. Indeed! 
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Sir Peter* Aye, a»d sever the green from the 
3hell with the skill of the ablest anatomist. 

Young, And they are fond of it ? ■ 

Sir Peter, Oh, that the consumption- will tell 
you. The stated allowance is six pounds to an 
alderman, and five to each of their wives. . 

JBever, A plentiful provision. 

Sir Peter i But there was never known any 
waste : the mayor^ recorder, and rector, are per- 
mitted to eat as much as they please. 

Young. The entertainment is pretty expensive. 

Sir Peter. Land-carriage and all. But I con- 
trived to smuggle the last that I sent them, ' 

Bever. .Smuggle ! I don't understand you. 

Sir Peter. Why, sir, the rascally coachman 
had always charged me five pounds for the car- 
riage. Damned dear!. Now, my cook going at 
the same time into the country, I made him clap a. 
capuchin upon the turtle,* and for thirty shillings 
put him an inside passenger in the Doncaster Fly. 

Young, A happy expedient. 

Bever. Oh, Sir Peter has infinite humoi^r. 

Sir Peter. Yes, but the froiick had like to have 
proved fatal.' 

Young » How so ? 

Sir Peter, The maid at the Rummer, at Hatfield, 
popped her head into the coach to know if the 
company would like to have any breakfast : Ecod, 
the turtle, sir, laid hold of her nose, and flapped 
her face with his fins, till the poor devil fell into 
a fit Ha, ha, ha ! 

Young. Oh, an absolute Rabelais. 

* Capuchin. A cloak, with a hood^ which covered the 
entire per^on-rinOstly female. 
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Bever, What, I reckon. Sir Peter, yon are going 
to the square ? 

Sir Peter. Yes; I extremely admire Sir 
Thomas. You know this is his day of assembly ; 
I suppose you will be there ; I can tell you, you 
are a wonderful faTOurite. 

Bever, Am I? 

Sir Peter, He says, your natural gunius is ^ne\ 
and, when polished by his cultivation, will sur- 
prise and astonish the world. 

Bexer, I hope, sir, I shall have your voice 
with the public* 

Sir Peter. Mine ! O fie, Mr. Bever. 

Bever. Come, come, you ajre no inconsiderable 
patron. 

Sir Peter. He, he, he! Can't say but 1 love to 
encourage the arts. 

Bever. And have contributed largely yourself. 

Ymmg, What, is Sir Peter an author ? 

Sir Peter, O fiel what me? a mere dabbler; 
have blotted my fingers, ^tis true : — some sonnets, 
that have not been thought wanting in salt. 

Bever. And your epigrams. 

Sir Peter. Not entirely without point* 

Bever. But come. Sir Peter, the love of the 
arts is not the sole cause of your visits to the 
house you are going to. 

Sir Peter. I do not understand you. 

Bever. Miss Juliet, the niece. 

Sir Peter. O fie I what chance have I there ? 
Indeed, if Lady Pepperpbt should happen to pop 
off— 

Bever. I don't know that. You are, Sir Peter, 
a dangerous man ; and, were I a father, or uncle, 
I should not be a little shy of your vi3it8. 
Sir Peter. Psha ! dear Bever, you banter. 
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Sever. And (unless I am extremely out in my 
guess) that lady — 

Sir Peter. Hey ! What, what, dear Bever ? 

JBever. But if you should betray me — 

Sir Peter. May I never eat a bit of green fat 
again if I do ! 

Bever. Hints have been dropped. 

Sir Peter. The devil ! come a little this way. 

Bever. Well made ; not robust and gigantic^ 'tis 
true, but extremely genteeL 

Sir Peter. Indeed ! 

Bever. Features, not entirely regular; but 
marking, with an air now, superior; greatly above 
the you understand me ? 

Sir Peter. Perfectly. Something noble 5 ex- 
pressive of — »— fashion. 

Bever. Right. 

Sir Peter. Yes, I have been frequently told so. 

Bever. Not an absolute wit ; but something in- 
finitely better : an enjouement, a spirit, a — 

Sir Peter. Gaiety. I was ever so from a child. 

Bever. In short, your dress, address, with a 
thousand other particulars, that at present I cannot 
recollect. 

Sir Peter. Why, dear Bever, to tell thee the 
truth, I have always admired Miss Juliet; and a 
delicate creature she is; sweet as a sugar-cane, 
straight as a bamboo, and her teeth as white as a 
negro's. 

Bever. Poetic, but true. Now, only conceive. 
Sir Peter, such a plantation of perfections to be 
devoured by that caterpillar, Rust. 

Sir Peter, A liquorish grub ! Are - pine-apples 
for such muckworms as he 1 111 send him a jar of 
citrons and ginger, and poison the pipkin. 

Bever. No, no. 
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Sir Peter. Or, , invite him to dinner, and mi:8; 
rat's bane along with his cun*y, 

JBever, Not so precipitate ; I think we may de^ 
feat him without any danp^er. 

Sir Peter. How, how ? 

JBever. I«have a thought — but we must .settle 
the plan with the lady. Could not you give her 
the hint, that I should be glad to see her a mo- 
ment? 

Sir Peter. 1*11 do it directly. 

Bever. But don*t let Sir Thomaa perceive you^ 

Sir Peter. Never fear. You'll follow ? 

JBever, The instant I have settled matters with 
her; hut fix the old fellow so that she may not be 
missed. 

Sir Peter. I'll nail him, 1 warrant ; I have his 
opinion to beg on this manuscript. 

Hever. Your own? 

Sir Peter. No. 

Bever. Oh, ho ! what something new from the 
doctor, your chaplain? 

Sir Peter. He ! no, no. O Lord, he's eloped. 

JBever. How ? 

Sir Peter. Gone. You know he was to dedi-. 

* cate his volume of {ab)es U^ me : so I gave him 

thirty pounds to get my arms engraved, to prefix 

(by way of print) to ,the frontispiece :* and, O 

grief of griefs ! the doctor has moved off with the 

, money. Til send you Miss Juliet. [JEjat, 

Bever. There, now, is a special protector i The 


• At tills period the title-page of a book was (rightly)' 
considered the frontispiece ; now, however, they have trans- 
ferred that name to the picture whkh faces the firstpagie or 
piece<^ 
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arts, I think, can't but flaurish und«r such a 
Macanas, i 

Youngs Heaven visits with a taste the wealthy foot 
Bever. True ; but then, to justify the dispensa- 
tion, , ' / 
From hence the poor are clothed, the hungry fed. 
Fortunes to booksellers, to authors bread. 

Young. The distribution is, I own, a little un- 
•equal : and here conaes a most melancholy in- ^ 
stance; poor Dick Dactyl, and his publisher 
Puff. 

EnUr Dactyl and Puff. 

Puff, Why, then, Mr. Dactyl, carry them to 
somebody else; there are people enough \x^ the 
trade : but I wonder you would meddle with 
poetry ; you know it rarely pays for the paper. 

Dae* And how can one help it, Mr. PufF? 6e-t 
iiius impels, and when a man is once listed in the 
Bervice of the Muses — 

Puff. Why, let him give them warning as soon 
as he can. A pretty sort of service, indeed ! 
where there are neiUier wages nor vails. The * 
Muses ! And what, I suppose this is the livery 
they give. Gadzooks, I had rather be a waiter at 
Ranelagh. 

Bever. The poet and publisher at variance! 
What is the matter, Mr. Dactyl ? 

Dae* As Gad shall judge me, Mr. Bever, as t 
pretty a poem, and so polite ; not a mortal can 
take any offence; all full of penegyric and praise. 

Puff. A fine character he gives of his works. 
No offence ! the greatest in the world, Mr. Dactyl. 
Panegyric and praise ! sind what will that do with ^ 
the public ? Why, who the devil will give money 
to be told that Mr. Such-a-one is a wiser or better 
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mail than himself? No, no; 'tis quite and clean 
out of nature. A good sousing satire now, well 
powdered with personal pepper, and seasoned 
with. the spirit of party; that demolishes a con- 
spicuous character, and sinks him below our own 
level ; there, there, we are pleased ; there we 
chuckle, and grin, and toss the half-crowns on the 
counter. 

Dae. Yes, and so get cropped for a Hbel. 

Pvff, Cropped! aye, and the luckiest thing 
that can happen to you. Why I would not give 
two- pence for an author that is afraid of his ears. 
Writing, writing is, (as I may say,) Mr. Dactyl, 
a sort of warfare, where none can be victor that 
is the least afraid of a scar. Why, 'zooks, sir, I 
uQver got salt to my porridge till I mounted st the 
Royal Exchange.* 

Bever, Indeed! 

Puff. No, no ; that was the making of me. 
Then my name made a noise in the world. ' Talk of 
forked hills^ and of Helicon ! romantic and fabu- 
lous stuff. The true Castalian stream is a shower 
of eggs, and a pillory the poet's Parnassus. 

Dae. Ay, to you indeed it may answer; but 
what do we get for our pains 1 

Pvff. Why, what the deuce would you get? 
food, fire, and fame. Why, yo^u would not grow 
fat? a corpulent poet is a monster, a prodigy! 
No, no ; spare diet is a spur to the fancy ; high 
feeding would but founder your Pegasus. . 


♦ Mihinied — cropped.^ Many publishers sought persecution, 
and were honoured with the pillory, with imprisonment, 
publicity, and subscriptions, or a niche in the Annual Regis-, 
ter. This authority, though sufficiently minute in its ac- 
counts, is silent as to cropping the ears of libellers. 
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Dac. Why, you impudent, illiterate rascal! 
'Vrho is it you dare treat in this manner? 
Puff. Heydey i what is the matter now ? 
Dae. And is this the return for all the obliga- 
tions you owe me? But no matter! the world, the 
world shall know what you are, and how you 
tiaye used me. 

Puff. Do your worst; I despise you. 
Dae, They shall be told from what a dunghill 
you sprang. Gentlemen, if there be faith in a 
sinner, that fellow owes every shilling to me. 
Puff To thee ! 

Dae. Ay, sirrah, to me. In what kin'd of way 
•did I find you ? Then, where and what was your 
state? Gentlemen, his shop was a shed in Moor- 
fields; his kitchen, a broken pipkin of charcoal; 
«ind his bed-chamber, under the couifiter. 

Puff. I neyer was food of expense; I ever 
minded my trade. 

Dae, Your trade ! and pray with what stock 
tiid you trade ? I can give you the catalogue ; I 
believe it will not overburden my memory. Two 
odd volumes of Swift; the Life of Moll Flanders, 
with cuts ; the Five Senses, printed and coloured 
by Overton ; a few classics, thumbe^ and blotted 
by the boya o£ ^e Charterhouse ; with the Trial 
of Dr. Sacheverel. 
Puff* Malice. 

Dae. Then, sirraii, I gave you my Canning; 
it was she first set you afloat. 
Puff. A grub. 

Dae, And it is not only my writings: you 
know, sirrah, what you owe to my physick« 
Sever. How ! a physician ? 
Doc Yes, Mr. Bever; physick and poetry* 

22 
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Apollo is the patron of both : Opiferque pe^" orhem 
dicor. 

Puff, His physick ! 

Dae, My physick! ay, my phjrsick: why, 
dare you deny it, you rascal ? What, have you 
forgot roy powders for flatulent crudities ? 

Puff. No. 

Dae. My cosmetic lozenge, and sugar-plambs ? 
■ Puff. No. 

. Dae. My coral for cutting of teeth, my potions, 
my lotions, my pregnancy -drops, with my. paste 
for superfluous hairs? 

Puff No, no ; have you done ? 

Dae. No, no, no ; but I beliere this will suffice 
for the present. 

Puff, Now, would not any mortal believe, thai 
I owed my all to this fellow. 

Bever, Why, indeed, Mr. Pufl^, the balance 
does seem in his favour. 

Puff. In his favour ! why you don't give any 
credit to him ! a teptile, a bug, that owes his very 
being to me. 

Dae. I, I, I. 

Ptff. You, you ! What, I suppose,- you for- 
get your garret in Wine-office-court^ when you 
furnished paragraphs for the Farthing-post at 
twelve-pence a dozen. 

Dae, Fiction. 

Puff. Then, did not I get you made collector 
of casualties to the ^ Whitehall and St. James's 1 
but that post your laziness lost you. Gentlemen, 
he never brought them a robbery till the highway- 
man \7as going to be hanged; a birth till the 
christening was over ; nor a death till the hatch- 
men^ was up. 

Dac^ Mighty well ! 
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Puff, And now, because the fellow has got a 
little in flesh, by being puff to the playhouse this 
winter, (to which, by-the-by, I got him appointed,) 
he is as proud and as vain as Voltaire. But I 
shall soon have him under ; the vacation will come. 

I>ac. Let it. 

Puff, Then I shall have him sneaking and crin- 
ging, hanging about me, and begging a bit of 
translation. 

Dae, I beg, I, for translation! 

Puff. No, no, not a line ; not if you would do 
it for two-pence a sheet. No boiled beef and car- 
rot at mornings ; no more cold pudding and por- 
ter. You may take your leave of my shop. 

Dae, Your shop ! then, at parting I will leave 
you a legacy. 

Bever, O fie, Mr. Dactyl ! 

Pyff. Let him alone. 

Dae. Pray, gentlemen, let me do myself justice. 

Bever, Younger, restrain the publisher's fire. 

Young. Fye, gentlemeu, such an illiberal com- 
bat — it is a scandal to the republic of letters. 

Bever, Mr. Dactyl, an old man, a mechanic, 
beneath — 

Doc, Sir, I am calm ; that thought has restored 
me. To your insignificancy you are indebted for 
safety. But what my generosity has saved, my 
pen shall destroy. 

Puff, Then you must get somebody to mend it. 

Dae, Adieu ! 

Pt^. Farewell ! [Exeunt severally, 

Bever, Ha, ha, ha! come, let us along to the 
square. 

Blockheads with reason wicked wits abhor, 
But dunce with dunce is barbarous civil war. 
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ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE continues. 

Enter Bever and YouNOER« 

Young. Poor Dactyl ! and ** dwells fiuch mighty 
rage in little meni" I hope there is no danger of 
bloodshed. 

Bever. Ob, not in the least ; the gens vatum^ 
the nation of poets, though an irritable, are yet a 
I placable people. Their mutual interests will soon 
j bring them together again. 

Young. But shall not we be late ? The critical 
sehate is by this time assembled. 

Bever, I warrant you, frequent and fall ; where 

Stately Buffo, puff'd by every qnill, 
Sits, like Apollo, on his forked hill. 

But you know I must wait for Miss Lofty ; I am 
now totally directed by her^ She gives me the 
key to all Sir Thomas's foibles, and prescribes 
the most proper method to feed them ; but, what 
good purpose that will produce — 

Young. Is she clever, adroit? 

Bever. Doubtless. I like [the idea of] your 
asking the question of me. 

Young, 'Then pay her implicit obedience : the 
ladies, m these cases, generally know what they 
are about. The door opens. 

Bever. It is Juliet, and with her old Bust. 
Enter, Frank: you know the knight, so no intro- 
ductioa is wanted. [Esri^ Younger.] I should 
be glad lo bear this reverend piece of lumber make 
love; dM QowrWUp uiiist certainly be curious. 
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ttood-manners, stand by ; by your leave I will 
listen a little. [Bevbr retires,] 

Enter JvLiET and Ru-st. 

Jul. And your collection is large? 

Rust. Most curious and capital. When, ma- 
dam, will you give me leave to add your charms 
to my catalogue ? 

Jul. O dear ! Mr. Rust, I shall but disgrace 
it. Besides, Sir, when I marry, I am resolved 
to have my husband all to myself : qow, for the 
possession of your heart I shall have too many 
competitors. 

Rust. How, madam ! were Prometheus alive, 
and would animate the Helen that stands in my 
hall, she should not cost me a sigh. 

Jul. Ay, sir, there lies my greatest misfor- 
tune. Had I only those who are alive to contend 
with, by assiduity, affection, cares, and caresses, 
I might secure my conquest : though that would 
be dijfficult; for I am convinced, were you, Mr. 
Rust, put up by Prestage to auction, the Apollo 
Belvidere would not draw a greater, number of 
bidders. 

Rust. Would that were the case, madam, so I 
might be thought a proper companion to the Ve- 
nus de Medicis. 

Jul. The flower of rhetoric, and pink of polite- 
ness. But my fears are not confined to the living ; 
for every nation and age, even painters and statu- 
aries, conspire against me. Nay, when the Pan- 
theon itself, the very goddesses rise up as my 

rivals, what. chance has a mortal like me? 1 

shall certainly laugh in his face. [Aside."] 

Rust. She is a delicate subject Goddesses, 
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madam ; zooks^ had you been on Mount Ida whdl 
Paris decided the contest, the Cyprian queen had 
pleaded for the pippin in vain. 

Jul. Extravagant gallantry. 

Rust. In you, madam, are concentred all the 
beauties of the Heathen mythology : the open 
front of Diana, the lustre of Pallas's eyes,-^ 

JuL Oh, sir I ^ 

Rust. The chromatic music of Clio, the bloom- 
ing graces of Heb^, the empyreal port of queen 
Juno, with the delicate dimples of Venus. 

Jul. I see, sir, antiquity has not engrossed all 
your attention : you are no novice in the nature of 
women. Incense, I own, is grateful to most of 
my sex ; but there are times when adoration may 
be dispensed with. 

Ruit. Madam I 

Jul. I say, sir, when we women wilHngly wave 
our rank in the skies, and wish to be treated a3 
mortals—- — 

Rust. Doubtless, madam ; and are you wanting 
in materials for that ? No, madam ; as in dignity 
you surpass the Heathen divinities, so, in the 
charms of attraction, you beggar the queens of the 
earth. The whole world, at different periods, has 
contributed its several beauties to form you. 

Jul. The deuce it has ! [Aside,"] 

Rust. See, there, the ripe Asiatic perfection, 
joined to the delicate softness of Europe ! In you, 
madam, I burn to possess Cleopatra's alluring 
glances, the Greek profile of queen Clytemnestra, 
the Roman nose of the empress Poppsea — 

Jul. With the majestic march of Queen Bess. 
Mercy on me, what a wonderful creature am I ! 

Rusts In short, madam, not a feature you have. 
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but recals to my mind some trait in a medai or 
Aist. 

JuL Indeed ! Why, by your account, I must 
be an absolute olio, a perfect salmagundy of 
charms. 

Rust* Oh, madam, how can you demean, as 
I may say, undervalue— 

Jul, Value ! there is the thing ; and to tell you 
the truth, Mr. Rust, in that word ralue lies my 
greatest objection. 

Rust, I don't understand you. 

Jul. Why then, I will explain myself. It has 
been said, and 1 believe with some shadow of 
truth, that no man is a hero to his valet de cham^ 
bre : now, I am afraid, when you and I grow a 
little more intimate, which I suppose must be the 
case if you proceed on your plan, you will be hor- 
ribly disappointed in your high expectations, and 
soon discover this Juno, Uiis Cleopatra^ and prin- 
cess Poppaea, to be as arrant a mortal as madam, 
your mother. 

Rust, Madam, I, I, I — 

Jul, Your patience a moment. Being, there- 
fore, desirous to preserve your devotion, Lbeg for 
the future, you would please to adore at a' dis- 
tance. '. 

Rust. To Endymion, madam, Luna once list- 
ened. 

Jul. Ay, but he was another kind of a mortal ; 
you may do very well as a votary ; but, for a hud- 
band — mercy on me ! 

Rust» Madam, you are not in earnest, not se- 
rious! 

Jul. Not serious I Why, have you the impu- 
dence to think of marrying a goddess ? 
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Rust. I should hope — 

JuL And what should you hope ? I find your 
devotion resembles that of the world : when the 
power of sinning is over, and the sprightly first* 
runnings of life are racked off, you offer the va- 
pid drugs to your deity. No, no; you may, if 
you please, turn monk in my service. One vow, 
1 believe, you will observe better than^ most of 
them, chastity. 

Rust. Permit me — 

Jul. Or^ if you must marry, take your Julia, 
your Portia, or Flora, your Fum-fam^ - from 
China, or your Egyptian Osiris. You have long 
paid your addresses to them. 

Rust. Marry f what, marble 1 

JuL The properest wives in the world ; you 
cannot choose amiss ; they will supply you with 
all you want. 

Rust. Your uncle has, madam, consented. 

JuL That is more than ever his niece will. 
Consented! and to what? to be swathed to a 
mouldering mummy ; or be locked up, like 
your medald) to canker and rust in a cabinet I No, 
no; I was made for the world, and the world 
shall not be robbed of its right. 

Bever. Bravo, Juliet! Gad, she's a fine spi- 
rited girl. 

JuL My profile, indeed ! No, sir, when 1 
marry, I must have a man that will meet my full 
face. 

Rust. Might I be heard for a moment ? 

Jul. To what endl You say, you have Sir 
Thomas Lofty's consent ; I tell you, you can ne- 
ver have mine. You may screen me from, or ex- 
pose me to, my uncle's resentment ; the choice is 
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your own : if you lay the fault at my door, you 
willy doubtless, greatly distress me ; but take the 
blame on yourself, and I shall own myself ex- 
tremely obliged to you. 

Rust. How ! confess myself in fault ? 

Jul. Ay ; for the best thing a man can do, 
when he finds he cannot be beloved, is to take 
care he is not heartily hat^d. There is no other 
alternative. 

Rust. Madam, I will not break my word with 
Sir Thomas. 

Jul, Nor 1 with myself. So there's an end of 
our conference. Sir, your very obedient 

Rust. Madam, I, I, don't — that is, let me — 
But no matter. Your servant. [Exit. 

Jul. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Enter Beyer, from behind. 

Sever. Ha, ha, ha ! Incomparable Juliet ! How 
the old dotard trembled and tottered; he could 
not have been more inflamed had he been robbed 
of his Otho. 

JuL Ay, was ever goddess so familiarly used ? 
On my conscience, I began to be afraid he would 
treat me as the Indians do their dirty divinities ; 
whenever they are deaf to their prayers, they beat 
and abuse them. 

Sever. But, after all, we are in 'an awkward si- 
tuation. 

Jul, How so ? 

Sever, I have my fears. 

Jul. So have not I. 

Sever, Your uncle has resolved that you should 
be married to Rnst. 

Jul. Ay, he may decree; but it is I that 
must execute. 

VOL. II. 2 A • 
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Bever, But suppose he has given his word. 

Jul. Why then, let him recal it again. 

Bever, But are you sure you shall have courage 
enough 

Jul. To say No ? That requires much resolution, 
indeed. 

Bever. Then, I am at the height of my hopes. 

Jul, Your hopes ! Your hopes and your fears 
are ill-founded alike. 

Bever. Why, you are determined not to he his. 

JuL Well, and what then ? 

Bever, What then ! why, then you will he mine. 

Jul. Indeed ! and is that the natural conse- 
quence ? Whoever wo'n't be bis, must be yours. 
Is that the logic of Oxford. 

Bever. Madam, I did flatter myself — 

Jul, Then you did very wrong indeed, Mr. Be- 
ver : you should ever guard against flatteripg your- 
self : for of all dangerous parasites, self is the 
worst. 

Bexer, I am astonished ! 

JuL Astonished ! you are mad, . I believe ! 
Why, I have not known, you a month* It is true, 
my uncle says your father is his friend ; your for-' 
tune, in time, will be ea^y ; your figure is not re- 
markably faulty; and as to your understanding, 
passable enough for a young fellow ..who has not 
seen much of the world : but when one t^lks of a 
husband — Lord, it's quite another sort of a — :Q», 
ha, ha ! Poor Bever, how he stares ! he $tdiids 
like a statue ! 

Bever, Statue indeed, madam ; I a^ii very near 
petrified. 

JuL Even then you will mak^ us gopd a bus-^ 
band as Rust. But go, run, and join the assembly 
within: be attentive to every word,, motion, and 
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look of my uncle's; be dumb when he speaks, 
admire all he says, laugh when he smirks, bow 
when he sneezes ; in short, fawn, flatter, and 
cringe; don't be afraid of over-loading his stomach, ' 
for the knight has a noble digestion, and you will 
find some there who will keep you in countenance. 

Bever. I fly. So then, Juliet, your intention 
was only to try— 

Jul, Don't pjague me with impertinent ques- 
tions : march, obey my directions. We must 
leave the issue to Chance; a greater friend to 
mankind than they are willing to own. — ^Oh, if any 
thing new should occiir, you may come into the 
drawing-room for further instructions. 

[Exeunt severally, - 

SCENE — A Room in Sir Thomas Lofty's House, 

Sir Thomas, Rust, Puff, Dactyl, and 
others, discovered sitting. 

Sir Tho, Nothing new to-day . from Parnassus ? 

Dae. Not that I hear. 

Sir Tho. Nothing critical, philosophical, or po- 
litical ? 

Ptff. Nothing. 

Sir Tho, Then, in ihiis disette^ this dearth of in- 
vention, give me leave, gentlemen, to distribute 
my stores. I have here in my hand a little smart 
satirical epigram ; new, and prettily pointed : in 
short, a production that Martial himself would 
not have blushed to acknowledge. 

Rust, Your own. Sir Thomas 7 

Sir Tho, O fye ! no ; sent me this morning, ano- 
nymously. 

Dae, Pray, Sir Thomas, let us have it. 

All, By ail means ; by all means. 
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/ SirTho. 

To Phillis, 

Think'st thon, fond Phillis, Strephon told thee true ? 
Angels are painted fair to look like you : 
Another story all the town will tell ; 
Phillis paints fair — to look like an an-gel. 

All, Fine! fine! very fine! 

Dae. Such an [so much] ease and simplicity. 

Puff. The turn so unexpected and quick. . 

Rust, The satire so poignant. 

Sir Tho, Yes ; I think it possesses, in an emi- 
nent degree, the three great epigrammatical re- 
quisites; brevity, familiarity, and severity. 

Phillis paints fair— to look like an an-gel. 

Dac, Happy! Is the Phillis, the subject, a se- 
cret ? 

Sir Tho. Oh, dear me ! nothing personal ; no ; 
an impromptu ; a mere jeu d'esprit. 

Puff. Then, Sir Thomas, the secret is out; it 
is your own. 

Dac. That was obvious enough. 

Puff^. Who is there else could have wrote it ? 

Rust. True, true. 

Sir Tho, The name of the author is needless. 
So it is an acquisition to the republic of letters, any 
gentleman may claim the merit that will. 

Puff. What a noble contempt I 

Dac. What greatness of mind ! 

Rust. Scipio and Laelius were the Roman 
Loftys. Why, I dare believe Sir Thomas has 
been the making of half the authors in town ; he 
is, as I may say, the great manufacturer ; the 
other poets are but pedlars, that live by retailing 
his wares. 
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All, Ha^ha, ha! well observed, Mr. Rust. 

Sir Tho, Ha, ba, ba! Molle atque facetnm, 
Wby, to pursue the metaphor, if 8ir Thomas Lofty 
were to call in his poetical debts, I believe there 
would be a good many bankrupts in the Muse's 
Gazette. 

AIL Ha, ha, ha ! 

Sir Tho. But, d propos, gentlemen ; with regard 
to the eclipse : you found my calculation exact 7 

Dae. To a digit. 

Sir Tho. Total darkness, indeed ! and birds 
going to roost ! Those philomaths, those alma- 
nack makers, are the most ignorant rascals — 

Pwff^. It is amazing where Sir Thomas Lofty 
stores all his knowledge. 

Doc. It is wonderful how the mind of man can 
contain it. 

Sir Tho. Why, to tell you the truth, that cir- 
cumstance has a good deal engaged my attention ; 
and I believe you will admit my method of sol- 
ving the phenomenon philosophical and ingenious 
enough. 

Puff. Without question. 

All. Doubtless. 

Sir Tho. I suppose, gentlemen, my memory, or 
mind, to be a chest of drawers, a kind of bureau ; 
where, in separate cellules, my different know- 
ledge on different subjects is stored.* 

Rust. A prodigious discovery ! 

All. Amazing ! 

Sir no. To Uiis cabinet, tolition, or wiH, has a 
key ; so, when an arduous subject occurs, I un- 


• The phrenologists of our day are half a century behind, 
^ouffh treading accurately in tfa« footsteps of Foote. 

2 a2 
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lock my bureau, pull out the particular drawer, 
and am supplied with what I want in an instant. 

Dae. A Malebranche ! 

Puff. A Boyle ! 

AIL A Locke ! 

Enter Servant. 

Serv, Mr. Bever. [Ejrit. 

Sir Tho, A young gentleman from Oxford, re- 
commended to my care by his father. The uni- 
yersity has given him a good solid Tuscan foun- 
dation ; and when he has received from you a few 
Doric touches, the Ionic and Corinthian graces, I 
make no doubt but he will prove a« Composite 
pillar to the republic of letters. ' [Enter Bever.] 
This, sir, is the school from whence so many ca- 
I pital masters have issued ; the river that enriches 
the regions of science. 

Dae. Of which river, Sir Thomas, you are the 
I source: here we quaff; et purpurea bibimus ore 
nectar. 

Sir Tho. Purpurea ! Delicate, indeed ! Mr. 
Dactyl. Do you hear, Mr. Bever ! . Bibimus ore 
nectar. You, young gentleman, must be instruct- 
ed to quote ; nothing gives a period more spirit 
than a happy Latin quotation, nor has, indeed, a 
finer effect at the head of an essay. Poor Dick 
Steele ! 1 have obliged him with many a motto* 
for his fugitive pieces. 

Puff. Ay, and with the contents too; or Sir 
Richard is foully belied. 

$ev. Sir Roger Dowlas. 

Enter Servant. 

Sir Tho. Pray desire him to enter. [Exit Ser- 
vant,] ^ Sir Roger, gentlemen, is a considerable 
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East-India proprietor, and seems desirous of col-, 
lecting from this learned assembly some rhetorical . 
flowers, which he hopes to strew, with honour to 
himself, and advantage to the company, at Mer 
chant-Tailors' Hall. [Enter Sir Roger Pqw-. 
LAS.] Sir Roger, be seated. This gentleman has,, 
in common with the greatest 6rator the. world 
eyer saw, a small natural infirmity ; he stutters a, 
little : but I have prescribed the same remedy 
that Demosthenes used, and don't despair of a 
radical cure. Well, sir, have you digested those 
general rules? 

Sir Rog. Pr— ^tt — ^y well, I am obli-*-ged to 
you. Sir Thomas. 

Sir Tho. Have you been regular in taking your 
tincture of sage, to give you confidence for speak-, 
ing in public ? 

Sir Rog. Y — es. Sir Thomas. 

Sir Tho. Did you open at the last general 
court ? 

Sir Rog. I attem — p — ^ted four or G — ve times. 

Sir Tho. What hindered your progress ? 

Sir Rog. the pe— b— bles. 

Sir Tho. Oh, the pebbles in his mouth. But 
they are only put in to practise in private ; you 
should take them out when you are addressing the 

public. 

Sir Roger. Yes; I will for the fu — ture. 

Sir Tho. Well, Mr. Rust, you had a tete-d-tSte 
with my niece. A-propos, Mr. Bever, here offers 
a fine occasion for you ; we shall take the liberty 
to trouble your Muse on their nuptials. O Loye ! 
O Hymen ! here prune thy purple wings ; trim thy 
bright torch. Hey, Mr. Bever ? — 

Bev. My talents are at Sir Thomas Lofty's 


279f TKfi PATRON. 

direction ; though I must despair of producing 
any p(»rforlkiance worthy the attention of sa com- 
plete a( judge of the elegant arts. 

iS*tr Tho. Too modesty good Mr. Bever. Well, 
Mn Ru^t, any new aequisitioDy since our^ last 
meeting, to your matchlessi collection ? 

Rust. Whp Sir Thomas, I have both lost and 
gained since 1 saw you. 

SttTho, Lost! 1 am sorry for thai;. 
Rust, The curious sarcophagus, that was sent 
me from- Naples by Siguier Belloni — 

Sir Tho, You mean the urn that was supposed 
to contain the dust of Agrippina ! 

Rust. Supposed ! no doubt but it did. 
Sir Tho. I hope no sinister accident to that in- 
estimable relic of Rome. 
Rust. It's gone. 

Sir Tho. Gone \ oh, illiberal ! What, stolen, I 
suppose, by some connoisseur? 

Rust. Worse, worse ! a prey, a martyr to Igno- 
rance : a housemaid, that 1 hired last week, mis- 
took it for a broken green chamber-pot, and sent 
it away in the dust-cart. 

Sir Tho. She merits indpaling. Oh, the Hun ! 
, Dae. The Vandal ! 
j All. The Visigoth! 

Rust. But I have this day acquired a treasure 
that will, in some measure, make me amends. 
Sit Tho Indeed I what can that be ? 
P^ff• That muist be something curious, indeed. 
Rust, It hlU3 €i<>6t me infinite trouble to get it. 
I}ae, Great rarities are not had without pains. 
Rust. It is three mon&s ago since I got the 
first scent of it, and I have been ever since on the 
hunt ; but all to no purpose. 

Sir Tho. I am quite upon thorns till I see it. 
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RusL And yesterday, when I had given it over, 
when all my hopes were grown desperate, it fell 
into my hands, by the most unexpected and won- 
derful accident. 
Sir Tho. 

'< Quod bptanti divum promittere iiem« 
Auderet, volvenda dies en attulit ultro." 

Mr. Beyer, you mark my quotation ? 

Bev, Most happy. Oh, sir, nothing you say f 
can be lost 

Rust, I have brought it here in my pocket ; I 
am no churl ; I love to pleasure my friends. 

Sir Tho, You are, Mr. Rust, extremely oblig- 
ing. 

AIL Yerj kind, very obliging indeed. 

RusL It was not much hurt by the fire. 

Sir Tho. Very fortunate. 

Rust. The edges are soiled by the link ; but 
many of the letters are exceedingly legible. 

Sir Ro^. A li — ttle roo — m, if you p— lease. ' 

Rust, Here it is ; the precious remains of the 
very ^orth Briton that was burnt at the Royal 
Exchange. 

Sir Tho. Number forty-five 1 

Rust. The same. 

Bev. You are a lucky man, Mr. Rust. 

Rust. I think s6. But, Gentlemen, I hope I 
need not give you a caution : hush — silence — no 
words on this matter. 

JDac, You may depend upon us. 

Rust. For, as the paper has not suffered the law, 
I don't know whether they may not seize it again. 

Sir Tho. With us you are safe, Mr. Rust. Well, 
young gentleman, you aee we cultivate all branches 
of science. 
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Bever, Amazing, indeed ! But when we consi- 
^ der you, Sir Thomas, as* the directing, the ruling 
planet, our wonder subsides in an instant. Science 
iirst saw the day with Socrates in the Attic por- 
tico ; her early years were spent with Tully in the 
. Tusculan shade ; but her ripe, mi^turer hours, she 
> enjoys with Sir Thomas Lofty, near Cavendish^ 
^ square. 

Sir Tho. The most classical compliment I ever 
received. Gentlemen, a philosophical repast at- 
tends your acceptance within. Sir Roger, you'll 
lead the way. [Exeunt all but Sir Thomas and 
Bever.] Mr. Bever, may 1 beg your ear for a 
moment ? Mr. Bever, the friendship I had for 
your father secured you at first a gracious recep- 
tion from me : but what I then paid to an old ob- 
ligation, is now, sir, due to your own particular 
merit. 

Sever. I am happy. Sir Thomas, if — 
I Sir Tho, Your patience. There is in you, Mr. 
Bever, a fire of imagination, a quickness of ap- 
prehension, a solidity of judgement, joined to a 
' depth of discretion, that 1 never yet met with in 
any subject at your time of life. 

Bever, 1 hope I shall never forfeit — 

Sir Tho, I am sure you never will ; and to give 
you a convincing proof that I think so, I am now 
going to trust you with the most important secret 
of my whole life. 

Bever, Your confidence does me great honour. 

Sir 7%o. But this must be on a certain condi- 
tion. 

Bever, Name it. 

Sir Tho. That you give me your solemn pro- ' 
misetojcomply with one request I shall make you. 
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Sever. There is nothing Sir Thomas Lofty can 
ask, that I shall not cheerfully grant. 

Sir Tho, Nay, in fact it will be serving your- 
self. 

Sever, 1 want no such inducement. 

jStr The. Enough. But we canQOt be too pri- 
vate. [Shuts the door,] Sit you dow.n. Your 
Christian name, I think is — 

Sever. Richard. 

Sir Tho. True ; the same as your fjithef's., Come, 
let us be familiar. It is, 1 think, d^ar Pick, ac- 
knowledged_, that the English have reached the 
highest pitch of perfection in every department of 
writing but one--the dramatic. . .. < i. 

Sever. Why, the French jQiiitics are a little se- 
vere. ..J . , , . . . 

Sir Tho. And with reason. Now, to.r^puie our ^ 
credit, and at the same time give my country a 
model, [shows a manuecripf] .see here. 

Sever. A play? 

Sir Tho. A chefd'o^uvre. 

Sever. Your own? . , .. . */ 

Sir Tho. Speak lower. I am the author. 

Sever. Nay, then there can be no doubt of its 
merit. 

^'tr T^o. 1 thiak. not. You will be charmed 
with the subject. 

Sever. What is it. Sir Thomaa ? 

Sir no. I shall surprise you. The story of 
Robinson Crusoe.* Are not you struck? 

Sever. Most prodigiously. 

r: "~ 

* Though destined to be damned in the present instance, 
the story of Robinson Crusoe and his man Friday goi' dra- 
matised about twenty years after, as a musical pantomime, 
and that with a good share of success. R. B. Sheridan waft 
equally unlucky with Sir T, Lofty in prqcur^ng a Sever. 
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Sir Tho. Yes ; I knew the very title would hit 
you. You will find the whole fable is finely con- 
ducted, and the character of Friday, qualis ah in- 
ceptOi nobly supported throughout. 
Bever. A pretty difficult task. 
Sir Tho. True ; that was not a bow for a boy. 
The piece has long been in rehearsal at Drury- 
lane playhouse, and is this night to miake its ap- 
pearance. 

Bever, To-night? 
Sir Tho. This night. 

Bever. I will attend, and engage all my friends 
to support it. 

Sir Tho. That is not my purpose ; the piece 
will want no such assistance. 
Bever. I beg pardon. 

Sir Tho. The manager of that house (who, you 
know, is a writer himself) finding all the anony- 
mous things he produced (indeed some of them 
wretched enough, and very unworthy of him) 
placed to his account by the public, is determined 
to exhibit no more without knowing the name of 
the author. 

Bever, A reasonable caution. 
Sir Tho. Now, upon my promise (for I appear 
to patronize the play) to announce the author be- 
fore the curtain draws up, Robinson Crusoe is 
advertised for this evening. 

Bever. Oh, then, you will acknowledge the 
piece to be yours ? 
Sir Tho. No. 
Bever. How then ? 
f Sir Tho. My design is to give it to you. 
' . Bever. To me ! 
Sir Tho, To you. 
Bever. What, me the author of Robinson Crusoe ! 


i 
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Sir Tho, Ay, 

Bever. Lord, Sir ThomaH, it vfiW never gain 
credit : so complete a production the work of a 
stripling ! Besides, sir, as the merit is yours, why 
rob yourself of the glory ? 

Sir Tho, I am entirely indifferent to that. 

Bever. Then, why take the trouble ] 

Sir Tho, My fondness for letters, and love of 
my country. Besides, dear Dick, though the^ 
pauci et selecli, the chosen few, know the full 
value oTa performance like this, yet the ignorant, 
the profane, (by much the majority,) will be apt 
to think it an occupation ill suited to my time of 
. life. 

Bever. Their censure is praise. 

Sir Tho, Doubtless. But, indeed, my principal 
motive is my friendship for you. You are now a 
canditate for literary honours, and I am deter- 
mined to fix your fame on an immovable basis. 

Bever, You are most excessively kind ; but 
there is something so disingenuous in stealing re- 
putation from another man — 

Sir Tho, Idle punctilio ! 

Bever, It puts me so in mind of the daw in the 
.fable — 

Sir Tho. Come, come, dear Dick, I wo*n't suffer 
your modesty to murder your fame. But the com- 
pany will suspect something ; we will join them, 
and proclaim you the author. There, keep the 
copy ; to you I consign it for ever ; it shall be a 
secret to latest posterity. You will be smothered 
with praise by our friends; they shall all go in 
their bark to the playhouse, and there. 

Attendant sail« 
Pursue the triomplif and partake the gale. 

[£xeunt, 

VOL. II. 2 B 
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ACT THE THIRD. 

SrCENE — continues. 

Enter Beyer, reading. 

So ends the first act. Conie^ now for the second. 
** Act the second, showing"— the coxcomb has 
prefaced every act with an argument, too, in hum- 
ble imitation, I warrant, of Moos. Diderot — 
** showing the fatal effects of disobedience to pa- 
rents ;" with, I suppose, the diverting scene of a 
gibbet ; an entertaining subject for comedy. And 
the blockhead is as prolix — every scene * as 
loag a^ii homiiy.' Let's see; how does this end? 
*' Exit Crusoe, and enter some savages, dancing 
a saraband.'' There's no bearing this abominable 
tra^h. [Enter Julibt.] So, madam ; thanks to 
yotir advice and direction, I am got into a fine 
situation. 

Jul, What is the matter now, Mr. Bever ? 

Sever, The Robinson Crusoe. 

Jul. Oh, the play that is to be acted to night ! 
How secret you were ! Who in the world would 
have guessed you was the author? 

Bever. Me, madam ! 

Jul. Your title is odd; but, to a. genius, every 
subject is good. 
• Bever. You are inclined to be pleasant. 

Jul. Within, they have been all prodigious loud 
in the praise of your piece ; but I think my uncle 
rather more eager than any. 

Bev. He has reason ; for fatherly fondness goes 
far, 

JhL I don't understand you. 
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Bever. Yau don't! 

Jul, No. 

Bev, Nay, Juliet, this is too much;' yoti know 
it is none of my play. ' 

Jul. Whose then ? 

Bev. Your uncle's. 

Jul, My uncle's ! then how^ in the name of 
wonder, came you to adopt it ? 

Bev. At his earnest request. I mdy be a fool ; 
but remember, madam, you are th^ cause. 

Jul. This is strange ; but 1 cian't conceive what 
bis motive could he, 

Bfv, His motive is obvious ettongti'; to screen 
himself from the infamy of being the author. 

'Jul. What, is it bad, then ? 

Biv. Bad I most Infernal \ 

Jul, And you have consented to own it? 

Bev, Why, what cduld I do ? he in a manner 
compelled me. 

Jul, I am extremely glad of it. 

Bev, Glad of it ! why, I tell you 'tis the most 
dull, tedious, melahcholy — 

Jul, So much the better. . 

Bev, The most flat piece of frippery that ever / 
Grub-street produced. 

Jul, So i&uch the better. 

Bev, It will be damned before the third act. 

Jul. So much the better. 

Bev, And I shall be hooted and poitited at 
wherever I go. " 

Jul, So much the better. 

Bev, So much the better ! zounds ! so I suppose 
jou would say if I was going to be hanged. Do 
you call this a mark of your friendship? 

Jul, Ah, Bever, Bever! you are a miserable 
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politician. Do you know, now, that this is the 
luckiest incident that ever occurred ? 

Sever, Indeed ! 

Jul. It could not have been better laid, had we 
planned it ourselves. 

Sever, You will pardon my want of conception : 
but these are riddles — 

Jul. That at present I have not time to explain.' 
But what makes you loitering here? Past six 
o'clock, as I live ! Why, your play is begun ; 
run, fun to the house. Was ever author so little 
anxious for the fate of his piece? 

Sever. My piece ! . 

Jul. Sir Thomas ! I know by his walk. Fly, 
and pray all the way for .the fall of your pl&y. 
And, do you hear, if you 6nd the audience too in- 
dulgent, inclined to be milky, rather than fail, 
squeeze in a little, acid yourself. Oh, Mr. Bever, 
at your return, let me see you, before you go to 
my uncle ; that is, if you have the good luck to be 
damned. 

Sever, You need not doubt that 

. \ [Exit. 

Enter Sir Thomas Lofty. 

Sir Tho, So, Juliet ; was not that Mr. Bever ? 

Jul. Yes, sir. 

Sir Tho. He is rather tardy ; by this time his 
cause is come on, and how is the young gentle- 
man affected ? for this is a trying occasion. 

Jul. He seems pretty certain, sir. 

Sir Tho. Indeed, I think he has very little rea- 
son for fear : I confess I admire the piece ; and 
feel as much for its fate as if the work was my 
own. 
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JuL That I most sioe^ely believe. I Wonder, 
sir,. yo» did not choose ^o be present, v . 

Sir Tho, Better not. My affections are strong, 
Juliet, and my nerves but tenderly strung; h0w- 
eYer» iatelligent people are planted^ who will being 
me> every act^ a faithful account of the fH-ocess. 

JuL That will answer your purpose as well. 

Sir Tho. Indeed^ I am passionately fond of the 
arts, and therefore can't help — did not somebody 
knock ? no. My good girl, will you step and take 
care that when any body comes> the servants va»y 
not be out of the way. [EMt Julibt.] Five, and 
thirty minutes past six; by this time the first 
act must be over : John will be presently here. . I 
think it can't fail ; yet there is sa much whim and 
caprice in the ptiblic opini'iMi, that — ^This young 
man is unknown ; they'll give him no credit. I i 
had better have owaed it myself : reputation goes 
a great way in- these matters : people are afraid to 
find fault; they are cautious in censuring the / 
works of a man who — ^hush ! that's he; no ; 'tis 
only the shutters. After all, I think I have 
chosen the best way; for, if it succeeds to the de* 
gree 1 expect, it will be easy to circulate the>TeaL 
name of the author; if it fails, I «m «Oiie6aled--4 
my fame siifi^rs — no — ^Therehe is. lL0ud knock-^ 
ingi] I can't conceive whi^t kept him so long. 
[Enter John.] So, John; ^dl; and— "but you 
have been a monstrous while. 

John, Sir, I was wedged so^ close in the pit, 
that 1 could scarcely get out. 

Sir Tho. The house was full then ? 
' John. As an egg, sir. 

Sir Tho. That's right. Well then, and did mat- 
ters go swimmingly ? hey ? 

John. Exceedingly well, sir. 

2b2 
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SirTho. Exceedingly well. ' I do not doubt it. 
What« vast clapping and roars of applause, I 
suppose ! 

John. Very well, sir. 

SirTho, Very well, sir! You are damned 
costive, I think. Bat did not the pit and boxes 
thunder again ? 

John, 1 can't say there was over-much thunder. 

Sir Tho. No ! Oh, attentive, I reckon. Aye,' 
attention ! that is the true, solid, substantial ap- 
plause. All else may be purchased ; hands move 
as they are bid : but when the audience is hushed 
still, afraid of losing- a word, then — 

John. Yes> they were very quiet indeed, sir. 

Sir Tho. I like them the better, John ; a strong 
mark of their great sensibility. Did you see Ro* 
bin?- 

Jokn. Yes, sir ; he'll be here in a trice ; I left 
him listening at the back of the boxes, and charged 
him to make all the haste home that he could 

Sir Tho. That's right, John ; very well ; your 
account pleases me much, honest John. [Exit 
John.] No^ I did not expect the first act would 
produce any prodigious effect. And, after all, 
the first act is but a mere introduction ; just opens 
the business, the plot, and gives a little insight 
into the characters : so that if you but engage and 
interest the house, it is as much as the best writer 
can ^^ii-— [knocking without. 1 Gadso ! what, 
Robin already ! why the fellpw has the feet of a 
Mercury. [Enter Robin.] Well, Robin, and. 
what news do you bring? 

Robin. I, I, I 

Sir Tho. Stop, Robin, and recover your breath. 
Now, Robin 
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Robin, There has been a woundy uproar below. 

Sir Tho. An uproar ! what, at the playhouse ? 

Robin. Ay. 

Sir Tho. At what ? 

Robin.. I don't know : belike at the words the 
playfolk were talking. 

Sir Tho. At the players ! how can that be? Oh, 
now I begin to conceive. Poor fellow, he knows 
but little of plays. What, Robin, I suppose, 
hallooing, and clapping, and knocking of sticks'? 

Robin, Hallooing ! ay, and hooting too. ' 

Sir Tho. And hooting ! 

Robin. Ay, and hissing to boot. 

Sir. Tho. Hissing ! you must be mistaken. 

Robin, By the mass, but I am not. 

Sir Tho. Impossible! Oh, most likely some 
drunken, disorderly fellows, that were disturbing 
the house and interrupting the play : too common 
a case; the people were right: they deserved a 
rebuke. Did not you hear them cry out, out, out? 

Robin. Noa ; that was not the cry ; ^twas Off, 
off, off. 

Sir Tho. That was a whimsical noise. Zounds ! 
that must be the players. Did you observe no- 
thing else ? 

Robin, Belike the quarrel first began between 
the gentry and a black-a-moor mail. 

Sir Tho. With Friday ! The public taste is de- 
bauched ; honest nature is too plain And simple for 
their vitiated palates ! [Enter Juliet.] Juliet, 
Robin brings me the strangest account ; some lit- 
tle disturbance; but I suppose it was soon settled 
again. Oh, but here comes Mr. Stay tape, my 
tailor ; he is ^ rational being ; we shall be able 
to make something of him. [Enter Staytape.] 
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So, Staytape; what, is the third act over al- 
ready ? 

Stay. Over, sir ! do ; nor ever will be. 

Sir Tko. What do you mean ? 

Stay. Cut short. 

Sir Tho, I don't comprehend you. 

Stay. Why, sir, the poet has made a mistake 
in measuring the taste of the t-own ; the goods, it 
seems^ did not fit; so they returned them upon 
the gentleman's hands. 

Sir Tho. Rot your affectation and quaintness, 
you puppy! speak plain. 

Stay. Why then^ sir, Robinson Crusoe is dead. 

Sir Tho. Dead ! 

Stay. Ay; and, what is worse, will never 
rise any more. You will soon have the particulars ; 
for there were four or five of your friends dose at 
my h^els. 

Sir Tho. Staytape, Juliet, run and stop them; 
say I am gone out ; I am sick ; I am engaged : 
but, whatever you do, be sure you don't let Sever 
come in. Secure of the victory, 1 invited them 
to the celebr— * 

Stay. Sir, thev are here. 

Sir Tho. Conround — 

Enter Puff, Dactyl, a»d Rust. 

Ru$t. Ay, truly, Mr. Puff, this is but a bitter 
beginning; then the young man must turn himself 
to some other trade. 

Puff^. Servant, Sir Thomas ; I suppose y^u 
have beard the news o f ■ ■ 

Sir no. Yes, yes ; I have been told it before. 

J}ac, I confess I did not suspect it ; but there 
is no, knowing what effect thes^ things will have, 
till they come on the stage. 


THE patron; 285 

Rust. For my part, I don't know much' of 
these matters ; but a couple of gentleman near me, 
who seemed sagacious enough too, declared that 
it was the vilest stuff they ever had heard, and 
wondered the players would act it. 

Dae." Yes; I don't remember to have seen a 
more general dislike. 

Pt[^, I was thinking to ask you. Sir Thomas, 
for your interest with Mr. Bever about buying 
the copy: but now no mortal would read it. 
Lord, sir, it would not pay for paper and printing. 

Ru8t» I remember Kennet» in his Roman Anti- 
quitiesy mentions a play of Terence's, Mr. Dactyl, 
that was terribly treated ; but that he attributes to 
the people's fondness for certain funambuli, or 
rope-dan<cers ; but I have not lately heard of any 
. famous tumblers in town : Sir Thomas, have you ? 

Sir Tho, How should I ; do you suppose I 
trouble my head about tumblers ? 

Rust, Nay, I did not — 

Bever. [Speaking withautJ] Not to be spoke 
with ! Don't tell me, sir ; he must, he shall. 

Sir The. Mr. Bever's voice. If he is admitted 
in his present disposition, the whole secret will 
certainly out.— ^Gentlemen, some affairs of a most 
interesting nature makes it impossible for me to 
have the honour of your company to-night ; there-' 
fore I beg you would be so good as to — 

Rust. Affairs ! no bad news ? I hope Miss Jul^ 
isy well. 

SirlTko. Very well ; but I am most exceedingly — 

Rust. I shall only just stay to see Mr. Bever.' 
Poor lad! he will be most horribly down in the 
mouth : a little comfort wo'n't come amiss. 

Sir The, Mr. Bever, sir ! you wo'n't see him 
here. 
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Rust. Not here! why 1 'thought I heard his 
voice but just now. 

Sir J%o, You are mistaken, Mr. Rust; but— 

Rust. May be so ; then we will go. Sir Thomas, 
my compliments of condolence, if you please, to 
the poet. 

Sir Tho. Ay, ay. 

Doc. And mine ; for I suppose we-sba'n^ see 
him soon. 

Puff* Poor gentleman ! I warrant he wo*n't 
show his head for ^ese six months* 

Rust. Ay, ay ; indeed I am yery «oFfy for 
him ; so tell .him, sir. 

Due. and Puff, So are we. 

Rust. Sir Thomas, your serrattt^ €<eme, getH 
tlemen. By all this confusion in Sir Thomas, 
there must be something more in the wind than I 
know ; but 1 will watch, I am resolved. 

Sever, [Without.'] Rascals, standby I I^BM^t, 
I will see him. 

Enter Sever. 

Bever. So, sir; this is delicate treatment, 
after all I have suffered. 

Sir ThQ^ Mr. Sever, I hope you donHrr-ihatis^r^ 

Bever. Well, Sir Thomas Lofty, what think 
you now of your Robinson Crusoe 7 a pretty ftr- 
formance ! 

Sir The. Think, Mr. Sever ! I think the public 
are blockheads ; a tasteless, stupid, ignorant 
tribe ; and a man of genius deserves to be damned 
who writes any thing for them. But courage, dear 
Dick! the principals will give you what the people 
refuse; the closet will do you that justice the 
stage has denied : print your play. 

Bever. My play ; zounds, sir, His your own. 
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Sir Tho, Speak low er, dear Dick; he moderate^ 
my good, dear lad ! 

Sever, Oh, Sir Thomas, you may he easy 
enough ; you are safe and [Secure, removed far 
from that precipice that has dashed me to pieces. 

SirTho. Dear Dick, dpn't believe it will hurt you. 
The critics,, the real judges, will discover in that 
piece such excellent talents — 

Brver. No, Sir Thomas, no. I shall neither 
flatter you nor myself ; I have acquired a right to 
speak what I think. Your play, sir, is a wretched 
performance ; and in this opinion all mankind are 
united. 

Sir Tho. May be not. 

Sever, If your piece had been greatly received, 
I would have declared Sir Thomas Lofty the au- 
thor; if coldly, I would have owned it myself: . 
hut such disgraceful, such contemptible treatment I 
I own the burden is too heavy for me; so, sir, 
you must bear it yourself. 

Sir Tho. Me, dear Dick ! what to become ri- . 
diculouB in the decline of my life; to destroy in I 
one hour the fame that forty years has been build- i 
ing ! that was the prop, the support of my age ! / 
Can you be cruel enough to desire it? 

Sever, 'Zounds ! sir, and why must I be your 
crutch ? Would you have me become a voluntary 
victim? No, sir, this cause does not merit mar- 
tyrdom. 

Sir Tho, I own myself greatly obliged ; but 
persevere, dear Dick, persevere; you have time 
to recover your fame: I beg it wiih tears ia my 
eyes. Another play will — 

Sever. No, Sir Thomas ; I have done with the 
s^tage : the Muses and I n^eet no more. 

Sir Tho. Nay, there are various roads open in Hfe. 
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Sever, Not one, where your piece wo'n't pursue 
me. If I go to the bar, the ghost of the accursed 
comedy will follow, and haunt me in Westminster- 
hall : nay, when I die, it will stick to my memory, 
and I shall be handed down to posterity with the 
author of ** Love in a Hollow Tree.'' 

Sir Tho. Then marry : you are a pretty smart 
figure ; and your poetical talents. 

Sever, And what fair would admit of my suit, 
or family wish to receive me ? Make the case your 
own. Sir Thomas ; would you ? 

Sir Tho. With infinite pleasure. 

Sever. Then give me your niece ; her hand 
shall seal up my lips. 

Sir Tho. .WhsX, Juliet? willingly. But are you 
serious, do you really admire the girj? 

Sever. Beyond what words can express^ It 
was by her advice I consented to father your play. 

Sir Tho, What, is Juliet apprised ? Here, Ro- 
bin, John, run and call my niece hither this mo- 
ment That giddy baggage will blab all in an instant. 

Sever. You are mistaken ; she is wiser than you 
are aware of. 

En^er Juliet. 

Sir Tho. Oh, Juliet! you know what has happened. 

Jul. I do, sir. 

Sir Tho* Have you revealed this unCortunate se- 
cret ? 

Jul. To no mortal, Sir Thomas. 

Sir Tho. Come, give me your hand. Mr. Bever, 
child, for my sake, has renounced the stage, and 
the whole republic of letters ; in return, I .owe 
him your hand. 

Jul.. My hand ! what> to a poet hooted, liissed, 
and exploded ! You must pardon me, sir. 
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Sir Tho, Juliet, a trifle ; the most they can say 
of him is, that he is a little wanting in wit ; and 
he has so many brother writers to keep him in 
countenance, that, now-a-days, that is no reflec- 
tion at all. 

Jul. Then, sir, your engagement to Mr. Kust. 

Sir Tho. I have found out the rascal : he has 
been more impertinently severe on my play than 
all the rest put together ; so that I am determined 
he shall be none of the man. 

Enter Rust. 

Rust Are you so, sir? what, then I am to be 
sacrificed, in order to preserve the secret that you 
are a blockhead. But you are out in your politics ; 
before night it shall be known in all the coffee- 
houses in town. 

Sir Tho. For Heaven's sake, Mr. Rust! 

Ru8t» And to-morrow I will paragraph you in 
every news-paper; you shall no longer impose on 
the world; I will unmask you; the lion's skin 
shall hide you no longer. 

Sir Tho, Juliet ! Mr. Bever I what can I do ? 

Bever. Sir Thomas, let me manage this matter. 
Hark ye, old gentleman, a word in your ear : you 
remember what you have in your pocket? 

RusL Hey! how! what? 

Bever, The curiosity that has cost you so much 
pains. 

Rust. What, my ^neas ! my precious relict of 
Troy ! 

Bever. You must give up that, or the lady. 

Jul. How, Mr. Bever ! 

Bever. Never fear ; I am sure of my man. 

Rust. Let me consider — As to the girl, girls are 
plenty enough ; I can marry whenever I will : but 
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my paper» my PhceniXy that springs fresh from the 
flames, that can never be matched — ^Take her. 

Sever, And, as you love your own secret, be 
carefull of ours. 

Rust. I am dumb. 

Sir Th0. Now, Juliet. 

Jul. You join me, sir, to an unfortunate bard, 
but, toprocure your peace — 

Sir Tko» You oblige me for ever. Now the se- 
cret dies with us four. My fault 1 owe him 

much : 

Be it your care to show it ; 
And bless the man, though I have damn'd the poet. 


THE 


COMMISSARY, 

IN THREE ACTS, 

As perfoimed at the 
THEATRE-ROYAL, HAYMARKET. 


Quels facile est aedem conducere flumina portus, 
Siccandam eluviem, portandum ad bosta cadaver. 

Juv. Sat. HI. 

Criminibus debent hortqs, prsetoria, mensas, 
Argentum vetus, et stantem extra pocula Captum. 

Ibid. Sat. I. 


REMARKS. 


i i 


As usual ^ith JPoote/this comedy paints the 
JBpirit and fnanners of the times to the life, of 
Which he niierely holds up, as it were, the mirror 
to our view ; and very ha'd times they were in 
which it appeared — viz. 1765, two years after the 
cessation of "the German war/' At that.period, 
corruption and immorality stalked the land, al- 
most uncontrolled; to which, the disbanding a 
large armed force mainly contributed, as much 
by the diffusion of the dissolute habits of camps, 
and the consequent disposal of large sums so ob- 
tained, as by tlie fashion of aping French manners 
and modes of thinking that then prevailed. 

Mrs. Mechlin's is a character that exists even 
to our day, only in a less concentred state, per^ 
haps , and her remark, as to^ Isaac Fungus' be- 
ing *' a sensible fellow f we must guard against him," 
shows how greatly common sense is to be dreaded 
by frivolity and vice. Our author has drawn her 
as a person of some education, — and he did right : 
base-born people may act basely without dread- 
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ing the leproach of forgetting their origin. !Not 
so their betters, who most frequently appeal to their 
honourable motives when they swerye most ; yet do 
these constantly find apologists for their proven 
delinquencies, whilst the poorer, the abject, and 
the wretched, are inyariably consigned, by the 
same writers, to the full measure of obloquy and 
punishment th^t awaits their conyiction — morally 
or legally. 

In this piece, Foote again taxed the French 
comedy with characters, Mrs. Mechlin being no 
other than the Femme d'intrigue, and the Com- 
missary too much resembles the Gentilhomme 
Bourgeois, to allow us a doubt that he kept Mo* 
liere in his ' eye, while filling up his principal 
. character. It met with good success during two 
seasons ; it reads well, and has been reprinted 
in two or three forms. 
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ACT I.— SCENE I. 
SCENE. — Mrs. Mechlin's House. 

[Loud knocking at the Door,] 

JBn/er Jenny. 

Jen, Kap, rap^ rap, up-stairs and down, from 
morning to night ; if this same Commissary stays 
longer amongst us, my mistress must e'en hire a 
porter. Who's there ? 

Sim* [unthout.'] Is Mrs. Mechlin at home ? 

Jen. No. [opens the door.] Oh, what is it you, 
Simon. 

Enter Simon. 

Sim. At your service, sweet Mrs. Jane. 

Jen. Why, yon knock with authority; and 
what are your commands, Master Simon ? 

Sim. I come, madam, to receive those of your 
mistress. What, Jenny, has she any great affair 
on the anvil 1 Her summons is most exceedingly 
pressing ; and you need not be told, child, that a 
man of my consequence does not trouble himself 
about trifles. 


298 THE COMMISSARY. 

Jen. Ohy sir^ I know very well you principal 
actors do not perform every night. 

Sim, Mighty welly ma'am, but, notwithstandins: 
your ironical sneer, it is not every man that will 
do for your mistress : her agents must have genius 
and parts : I do not suppbse, in the whole Bills of 
Mortality, there is so general, and extensive a 
dealer as my friend, Mrs. Mechlin. 

Jen. Why, to be sure, we have plenty of cus- 
tomers ; and, for various kinds of commodities, it 
would be pretty difficult I fancy to 

Sim. Commodities f Your hupoble servant, sweet 
Mrs. Jane : yes, yes, you have various kinds of 
commodities, indeed. ' 

Jen, Mr. Simon, I don't understand you; I 
suppose it isjiO s(t«ret ii|',l^at Sort oi[ goods our 
dealing consists. 

Sim, No, no; they' a/e pretty well known. 
•Jen. And to be sure, though, now and then, to 
obKge a customier^. my mistresi^ do^a ^cDndttfK^iid 
to smug^ia little- j' . . ,. 

Sim. Keep it up, Mrs. Jbae^ ^ 

Jkn. Yet, there are bo people in. thi^ Liberty of 
.Westminster that live in more credit, than we do. 

Sim. Bravo. 

Jen. The very best of quality are not ashamed 
to visit my mistress. '^ 

5tm..'Titey iiave reasom . 

Jen. Respected by ^e neighbours. 

5tm. Iknow It. . . 

Jen. fiunctuaLfii her payments. 

8im. To u moment. 

J^. Regular hours. 

&>»• Doubtleite. 

Jen. Nerer misses the sarmant on Sundays. 

Sim. I own it. 
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Jen, Not an oath comes out of her mouthy un- 
less, now and then, when the poor gentle wonian 
happens to be overtaken in liquor* 

Sim, Granted. f* 

Jen, Not at all gfveii to l^ing^, btit^, tike other 
tradesfolkdy in the. way of her business. 

Sim, Very well. 

Jen, Very well ! then pray^ sir, yt\xdX would 
you insinuate? Look you, Mr. Simon, don't goto 
cast reflections upon us ; don't think to blast th0 
reputation of our 

Sim, Hark ye, Jenny ; are you serious 1 

Jen, Serious ! Aye, marry am I. 

Sim, The devil you are ! • * 

Jen, Upon ray word, Mt. Simoii, you should 
not give your tongue such a licensee ; let me tell 
you, these airs do not become you at all* 

Sim, Hey-day! why, where the deiice have I 
got ? sure I have mistaken the house ; is not this 
Mrs. Mechlin's? 

Jen, Thafs pretty well known. 

Sim, The commodious, convenient Mrs. Mech- 
lin, at the sign of the Star, in the parish of St« 
Paul's? ^ 

Jen^ Bravo. 

Sim, That commercial caterpillar ? 

Jen, I know it. 

Sim, That murderer of manufactures ? 

Jen, Doubtless. 

Sim, That walking warehouse ? 

Jen, Granted. 

Sim, That carries about a greater cargo of con- 
traband goods under her petticoats than a Calais 
cutter? 

Jen. Very well. 

Sim, That engrosser and seducer of virgins ? 

Jen, Keep it up, master Simon, 
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Sim* Thatforestaller of Bagnios? 

Jen. locomparable fine. 

Sim. That canting, cozening, money-lending, 
match-making, pawnbroking — [Loud knocking.l 
. Jen. Mighty well, sir : her6 comes my mistress ; 
she shall thank you for the pretty picture you have 
been pleased to draw. 

Sim. Nay, but, dear Jenny — 

Jen. She shall be told how highly she stands ia 
your fayoun 

Sim* But, my sweet girl-^ — [Knocking again.} 

Jen. Let me go, Mr, Simon, don't you hear? 

Sim, And can you have the heart to ruin me at once! 

Jen. Hands off. 

Sim. A peace, a peace, my dear Mrs. Jane, 
and dictate the articles. 

Enter Mrs. Mechlin, followed hy a Hackney 
Coachman, with several Bundles, in a Capuchin 
a Bonnet y and her Clothes pinned up. 

Mrs. Mech. So, hussey, what must I stay all 
day in the streets ? who have we here I the devil's 
in the wenches, I think, — one of your fellows, 
I suppose — Oh, is it you ! how fares it, Simon — 

Jen. Madam, you should not have waited a mi- 
nute, but Mr. Simon — ■■ 

Sim. Hush, hush ! you barbarous jade 

Jen. Knowing your knock, and eager to open 
the door, flew up stairs, fell over the landing- 
place, and quite barred up the way. 

Sim. Yes, and I am afraid I have put out my 
ankle. Thanks, Jenny, you shall be no loser, 
you slut* 

Mrs. Mech. Poor Simon. Oh, Lord have 

mercy i^pon me, what a round have I taken ! 

Is the weqch petrified ? Why don't you reach me & 
chair, don't you js^e I'm tired to death ? 
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■Jien, Indeed, ma'aiu» you'll kill yourself, 

Sim. Upon my word^ Ma'am Mechlin, you 
should take a little care of yourself; indeed you 
labour too hard, 

Mrs. Mech» Ay, Simon, and for little or no- 
thing : only victuals and clothes ; more cost than 
worship, — Why does not the wench take the things 
from the fellow ? Well, what's your fare 1 

Coachm, Mistress, it's honestly worth half a 
prown. 

Mrs, Mech. Give him a couple of shillings and 
send him away. 

Coachm, I hope you'll tip me the tester to drink 1 

Mrs. Mech. Them there fellows are never con- 
tented ; drink! stand further off! why, you smell 
already as strong as a beer barrel. 

Coachm. Mistress, that's because I have already 
been drinking. 

Mrs. Mech. And are you not ashamed, you sot, 
to be eternally guzzling? You had better buy 
you some clothes. 

Coachm. No, mistress, my honour wo'n't let me 
do that. 

Mrs. Mech. Your houour ! and pray, how does 
that hinder you ? 

Coachm. Why, when a good gentlewoman, like 
you, cries, Here, coachman, here's something to 
drink 

Mrs. Mech. Well! 

Coachm. Would it be honour in me to lay it out 
in any thing else ? No, mistress, my conscience 
wo'n't let me ; because, why, it's the will of the 
donor, you know. 

Mrs. Mech. Did you ever hear 5ucb a block- 
head? 

Coachm. No, no, mistress ; though I am a poor 
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man, I wo'n't forfeit my honour ; my cattle, tho'f I 
love 'em, poor beastesses, are Dot more dearer to 
me than that. 

Mrs. Mech, Yes, you and your horses give 
pretty strong proofs of your love and your honour ; 
for you have no clothes on your back, and they 
have no flesh. Well, Jenny, give him the; six- 
pence : there, there, lay it out as you will. 

Chachm, It will be to your health, mistress ; it 
shall melt at the Meuse, before I go home ; I shall 
be careful to clear my conscience. 
Mrs. Mech. I don't Aoubt it. 
Caachm. You need not. Mistress, your servant. 

[Ikit Coachman. 
Mrs. Mech, Has there been any body here, 
Jenny? . ' 

Jen. The gentleman, ma'am, about the Glouces- 
tershire living. 

Mrs. Mech. He was ! Oh, oh ! what, I Suppose, 
his stomach's come down ? Does he like the in^ 
cumbrance ? will he marry the party ? 

Jen, Why, that article seems to go a little 
against him. 

Mrs. Mech. Does it so? then let him retire to 
his Cumberland curacy : that's a fine keen air, it 
will soon give him an appetite. He*H stick to his 
honour too, till his cassock is worn to a rag. 

Jen, Why, indeed, ma'am, it seems pretty rusty 
already. 

Mrs. Mech. Devilish sqeamish, I think; a. good 
fat living, and a fine woman into the bargain ! You 
told hini a friend of the lady's will take the child 
off her hands ? 

Jen., Yes, madam. 

Mrs. Mech. So that the affair will be a secret 
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tfi all but himself. But he. must quickly resolve, 
for next week his wife's month will. be up. 

Jen, He prpmised to call about four, 

Mrs, Mech. But don't let himjjiink we are.^t a 
loss for a husband ; there is, to. my knowledge, a 
merchant's clerk in the city, a comely young man, 
and comes of good friends, that will take her with 
but a small place in the Custom-house. 

Jen. He shall know it. 

3frs, Mech, Ay^ and tell him, . that the parly's 
party has interest enough to obtain it whenever he 
will. ' And, then, the.bridegroommay put thepur- 
cliase-money, too, of that same, presentation into 
pocket. 

Jen, Truly, ma'am. I . should think this would 
prove the best match for the lady. 
• Mrs. Mech, Who doubts it?-r-H€re, Jenny, 
carry these things above stairs,- Take care of the 
aigrette, leave the watch i?pon the table, a:&d be 
sure yoV dov't niislay the p^arl necklaoe ; the lady 

Kes ta Mrs. Cornelly's to-night, and if 8h« has^any 
:;k, shiB. will be sure to red^m it t6-morr0w. 

• ' ■ . [Exit JsmiY. 
. Sim, l^hat a world of affairs ! itvis a wonder, 
madam> how you are able tp remember them all. 

Mrs, Mech, Tirifles, mere trifl«S| Master Simon. 
-T^But I have a great affair 4n hand — siich an affair, 
if well ms^naged, it will be the making of us all. 

Sim, If I, ma'am, can be of the least use > 

'\ Mrs! Mech, Of the highest ! there is no doing 
witiiout you. — You know the great 

Jenny, (returning,) I have put the things^ 
you ordered, ma'am. 

Mrs, Mech, Very well, you may g6. [Eopit 
Jenny.] I say, you know the great Commissary^ 
that is come to lodge in my house. Now, they 
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say, this Mr. Fungus is as rich as an Indian gover- 
nor. Heaven knows how he came by it : but that, 
you know, is no business of ours. Pretty pickings, 
I warrant, abroad. [Loud knocking,] Who the 
deuce can that be ? But let it be who it will, you^ 
must not go till I speak to you. 

Enter JenNY. 

Jen. The Widow Loveit, ma'am. 

Mrs. Mech. What, the old liquorish dowager 
from Devonshire- square ? show her in. [Exit 
Jenny.] You'll wait in the kitchen, Simon ; I 
shall soon despatch her affair. [Exit SiMoN. 

Enter Mrs. Loveit. 

Mr^, hov^ So, so^ good morning to you, good 
Mrs. Mechlin » John, let the coach wait at the 
corner. 

Mra.Mech. You had better sit here, madamr^ 

Mr«. Z«0Vr Any where. Well, my dear woman, 
I hope you have not forgot your old friend— l^A, 
ugh,ughf — [coughs,] Consider, I have no time 
to lose, and you are always so full of employnient. 

Mrs.Mech. Forgot you! you shall judge, Mrs» 
Loveit. I have, ma'am, provided a whole cargo 
of husbands for you of all nations, complexions, 
ages, tempers, and sizes : so you see, you have 
nothing to do but to choose. 

Mrs. Lov. To choose 1 Mrs. Mechlin ! Lord 
help me, what choice can I have? I look upoa 
wedlock to be a kind of a lottery, and I have 
already drawn my prize ; and a great one it was I 
My poor dear man that's gone, I shall never meet 
with his fellow. 

Mrs. Mech. 'Pshaw ! madam, do not let us 
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Irouble our heads about l^im^, it is. J^K iiweftliat 
he was forgot. 

Mrs* Lov. But wo'n't hia relatipo^ tl^iak.ine ra- 
ther too quick? i . 

Mrs* Mech. Not. a jot ; thi^ , greatest .compUr 
meat you could p^y to }iis m^mpry ; it is a proof 
be gave you reason to hft, tonA of the state. But 
what do you mean by quick ! Why be iias been 
buried these three weeks — 

Mrs.Lov. And three, v^a]FS>. ]Vfirs> Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. Indeed ! cjuit^^an ^ge I . ^ 

Mrs» Lav, Yes ; but I %hal} never forget him ; 
sleeping or'waking, he's aLwi^yis befori^ me. His 
dear ' GTWelled belly, and hi^ poor shrunk legs. 
Lord bless me, Mrs, Mechlin, he had no more calf 
than my fan. 
' \Mr$:Meph. No! 

. >Mr9*Lov. No, indee4*>and then his bit; qf a 
pur][>le nose, and his little weezen face as sharp a£^ 
a razor — doii't mention it ;. X caja ney^r Ipigef him, 
— [cries.] 

/ 'Mrs. Mech. Swe.et m^k? . of r^m^Iirance^ in- 
deed; But, ma'am, if you continue to be so fond 
of your last husband, what makes yo]ii think' of 
another? 

Mrs. Lo». Why, what (^ I do* Mrs. Mechlin ? 

a poor lone widow-woman as, I an^^.th^V^';^ ne^ 
body minds me : my tenants behind-hand, my s^r- 
yants all careless, my children. ividutifi|l- — — CTgh, 
ugh, ugh,— [coughs.] 

. . Mrs. Mech. Icou have a villanous .coug(i,.||||rs. 
Loveit; shall f send for. some Ijotzeqge^? . 

Mrs. Lov. No, I thank you, it's notbipg 9t aU { 
mere habit^ JQst a little trick I've got. 

Mrs* Mech, But I wonder you should have all 
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these vexations to plague you, madam, you, wha 
are so rich, and so 

Mr$. Lov, Forty thousand in the four per cents, 
every morning £ rise, Mrs. Mechlin, besides two 
houses at Hackney. But then, my affairs are so 
weighty and intricate; there is such tricking in 
lawyers, and such torments in children, that I can- 
not do by myself. I must have a helpmate ; quite 
necessity, no matter of choice. 

Mrs, Mech. Oh, I understand you, you marry 
merely for convenience ; just only to get an assist- 
ant, a kind of a guard, a fence to your property ? 

Mrs, Lov. Nothing else. 

Mrs. Mech. I thought so ; quite prudential ; so 
that age is none of your object ; you do not want 
a scampering, giddy, sprightly, young- • 

Mrs. Lov. Young ! Heaven forbid. What do 

Jou think, like some ladies I know, that 1 want to 
ave my husband taken for one of my grand-chil- 
dren I No, no ; thank Heaven, such vain thoughts 
never entered my head. 

Mrs. Mech. But yet, as your matters stand, he 
ought not to be so very old neither ; for instance 
now, of what use to you would be a husband of 
sixty ? 

Mrs. Lov. Sixty \ Are you mad, Mrs. Mechlin ? 
What, do you think 1 want to turn nurse ? 

Mrs. Mech. Or fifty -five? 

Mrs. Lov. Ugh, ugh, ugh 

Mrs. Mech. Orfif^? 

Mrs. Lov. Oh ! that's too cunning an age ; men^ 
now-a-days, rarely marry at fifty, they are too 
knowing and cautious. 

Mrs. Mech. Or forfy-five, or forty, or 

Mrs. Lov. Shall I, Mrs. Mechlin, tell you a 
piece of my mind? 
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Mrs. Mech. I believe^ madam^ that will be your 
best way. 

Mrs, Lav. Why, theo, as my children are young 
end rebellious^ the way to secure and preserve 
%heir obedience, will be to marry a man that wo'n't 
grow old in a hurry. 

Mrs. Mech. Why, I thought you declared 
egainst youth ? 

' Mrs. Lov. So I do, so I do ; but then, six or 
iseTen and twenty is not so very young, Mrs. Mech- 
lin. 

Mrs. Mech. No, no, a pretty ripe age; for at 
that time of life men can bustle and stir : they are 
not easily checked, and whatever they take in 
iiand they go through with. 

Mrs. Lav. True, true. 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, ay ; it is then they may be said 
to be useful; it is the only wear and tear season. 

Mrs. Lov. Rights right. 
- Mrs. Mech. Well, ma'am, I now see what you 
"want ; and to-morrow, about this time, if you'll do 
me the favour to call 

Mrs. Lov. I sha'n't fail. 

Mrs. Mech. I think I can suit you. 

Mrs. Lov. You'll be very obliging. 

Mrs. Mech. You may depend upon it I'll do my 
endeavours. 

Mrs. Lov. But, Mrs. Mechlin, be sure don't let 
1iim be older than that ; not above seven or eight 
and twenty at most ; and let it be as soon as you 
conveniently can. 

Mrs. Mech. Never fear, ma'am. 

Mrs. Lov. Because, you know, the more chil- 
"dren 1 have by the second venter^ the greater 
plague I shall prove to those I had by the first. 

Mrs* Mech. True, ma'am. You had better lean 
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on me to the door ; but, indeed, Mrs; Loveitt^ you 
are yery malicious to your children, very reTenge^- 
ful, indeed. 

Mrs. Lov, Ah, they deserve it: you can't think 
what sad whelps they turn out ; no punishiiient 
can be too much; if their poor £iithe& could > but 
have foreseen they would have why did { men- 
tion the dear roan ! it melts me too v much. Well, 
peace be with him. — 7^To-m(^ri;(nr, .cabbut* v^this 
time, Mrs. Mechlin, will the party be herei think 
you? 

Mrs. Meek. I can'tsiay. ,, . . -,. . ,^'» 
Mrs» Lov. Well, a good day, good Mrs. Mech- 
lin. .M : •,'■ . • - ^ < - 

Mrs. Mech. Here, John,- take cafQ of- yoiir^au»- 
tress. [Ejdi Mrs. Loveit.] A ^od morning to 
you, ma'am. . Jenny, bid. Simon ec^ne upi^.-r'A 
husband I there now is ,a proof to£ th^ pvudence 
of age ; I wonder they don't ^jH ^a dftQse ta the 
act to prevent the old from -.in^rrying clandes- 
tinely as well as the young. I am s^^i there ate 
as many unsuitable matches at this time of life as 
the other. 

Enter Simqn^ 

Shut the dooi*^ Simon. Are there any of Mr. Fun- 
gus's servants below ? 

Sim, Three or four strange fiaces. , \- 

Mrs* Mech. Ay, ay, some of that troop,, I sup- 
pose ; come, Simon^ be seated. — WeU,.Si^on> as 
1 was telling you, this Mr. Fungus, my, lodger 
above, that has. brought home. from .the wars a 
3¥hole cart-load of money, and who (between you 
and I) went there from very little better than a 
driver of carts^ — - 
, Sim. I formerly knew him^ ma^am. 
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Mrs, Mech. But he does not know you ? 

Sim. No, no. 

Mrs. Mech. I am glad of that. This spark, I 
say, not content with being really as rich as a 
lord, is determined to rival them, too, in every 
other accomplishment. 

Sam, Will that be so easy ? why, he must be 
upwards of 

Mrs. Mech. Fifty, I warrant. 

Sim. Rather late in life to set up for a gentleman. 

Mrs. Mech. But fine talents, you know, and a 
strong inclination — 

Sim. That, indeed — 

Mrs, Mech. Then I promise you he spares for 
no pains. 

Sim. Diligent? 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, always at it. Learning some- 
thing or other from morning to night; my house is 
& perfect academy, such a throng of fencers, 
dancers, riders, musicians : — ^but, however, to 
sweeten the pill, I have a fellow-feeling for re- 
commending the teachers. 

Sim. No doubt, ma'am ; that's always the rule. 

Mrs. Mech. But one of his studies is really di- 
verting ; T own I can't help laughing at that. 

Sim, What may that be ? 

Mrs. Mech. Oratory.— —You must know, his 
first ambition is to have a seat In a certain assem- 
bly ; and in order to appear there with credit, Mr. 
What-d'ye-caU'em, the man from the city, attends 
every morning to give him a lecture upon speak- 
ing, and there is such haranguing and bellowing 
between them — Lord have mercy upon — but you'll 
see enough on't yourself; for do you know, Simon, 
you are to be his valet de chambre 1 
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Sim. Me, madam ! 

JMrs, Mech. Ay, his privy counsellor, his eoii6- 
dent, his director in chief. 

Sim, To what end will that. answer? 

Mrs. Mech. There 1 am comiagw — ^You ave^to 
know, that our 'Squire Wou'.d^beis Tiol^ntlybent 
upon matrimony ; and nothing^, "forsooth, will go 
down but a person of rank and conditien. 

Sim. Ay, ay, for that piece of pride he's in- 
debted to Germany. 

Mrs. Mech. The article of fortune he hc^ds in 
utter contempt; a grand, alliance is all that be 
wants ; so that the lady has but her. veins Mr of 
high blood, he. does not care .two-penoe how low 
and empty her purse is. 

Sim. But, ma'am, wo'n't it be difficult to meet 
with a suitable subject ? I believe ^ere are few 
ladies of quality tlMtt-^—r- . . 

Mrs, mech. Oh ! as to that, I am already pro* 
Tided. 

Sim. Indeed! 

Mrs. Mech. You know my niece, Dolly ? 

Sinf. Very well. 

iUrs. Mecii. What think ymi of her? 

Sim. Of Miss Dolly, for what ^ . 

Mrs. Mech. For whatl yoo are plagnily dull; 
why a woman of. fashioui- you dunce. 

Sim. To be sure, Miss Dolly is very deservtag^ 
and few ladies have a better appearanoe(;ibutvUe8S 
me, madam, here people of. .rank are. so generally 
known, that the sDghtest inquiry would poison 
your project. 

Mrs. M€ch. Oh, Simon, I have no^ ifears 
from that quarter ; there, 1 think, 1 am pretty se- 
cure. 
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Sim, If that, indeed, be the case — 

Mrs. Mech, In the first place, Mr. Fungus has 
an entire reliance on me. 

Sim, That's something. 

Mr84 Mech. Then to bailie any idle curiosity, 
vie are not deriTed irom any of your new-fangled 
gentry* who owe their upstart nobility to your 
Hacrys and Edwards. No, no, we are scions 
from an older stock ; we are the hundred and for- 
tieth lineal descendant from Hercules Alexander, 
Earl of Glendowery, prime minister to King Mal« 
colm the First. 

Sim, Odso ! a qualification for a canon of 
Strasbourg. So then, it seems, you are trans- 
planted from the Banks of the Tweed ; cry you 
mercy ! But how will Miss Dolly be able to ma- 
nage the accent ? 

Mrs, Mech, V^ry well ; she was two years an 
actress in Edenbotough, 

Sim, That's true ; is the overture made ; has 
there been any interview ? 

Mrs. Mech, Several ; we have no dislike to his 
person ; -can't but own he is rather agreeable ; and 
as to his proposals, they are greater than we could 
desire : but we are prudent and careful, say no- 
thing without the Earl's approbation. 

Sim, Oh, that will be easily had. 

Mrs, Mech, Not so easily ; and now comes 
your part: but first, how goes the world with you, 
Simon? 

Sim* Never worse ! The ten bags of tea and 
the cargo of brandy them peering rascals took 
from me, in Sussex, has quite broken my back. 

Mrs. Mech, Poor Simon ! why, then I am afraid 
there's an end of your traffic. 

Sim. Totally: for now those fellows have got 
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the Isle of Man in their hands, I have no chance 
to get home, Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mrs, Mech. Then you are entirely at leisure. 

Sim. As a Bath turnspit in the month of July. 

Mrs. Mech, You are then, Simon, an old fa- 
mily servant in waiting here on the lady ; but des* 
patched to the north, with a view to negotiate the 
treaty* you are just returned with the noble Peer's 
resolution. Prepare you a suitable equipage, I 
will provide you with a couple of letters, one for 
the lover and ope for the lady 

Sim. The contents 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, you may read them within : 
now with regard to any questions, I will furnish 
you with suitable answers ; but you have a bun- 
gler to deal with, so your cards will be easily 
played. 

Enter Jenny. 

Jen. Miss Dolly, ma'am, in a hackney-coach 
at the corner : may she come in ? 

Mrs. Mech. Are the servants out of the way ? 

Jen. Oh, she is so muffled up and disguised, 
that she'll run no danger from them. 

Mrs, Mech. Be sure keep |good watch at the 
door, Jenny. 

Jen. Oh, never fear, ma'am. [Exit Jbnny. 

Mrs, Mech. Simon, take those two letters that 
are under the furthermost cushion in the window, 
run home, get a dirty pair of boots on, a great 
coat, and a whip, and be here with them in half 
an hour at farthest. 

Sim, I will not fail. But have you no farther 
directions ? 

Mrs. Mech. Time enough. I shall be in the 
way : for it is me that must introduce you ^bove. 
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[Exit Simon.] So, things seem now in a pretty 
good train ; a few hours, it is to be hoped; will 
make me easy for life. To say truth, I begin to 
be tired of my trade. To be sure, the profits are 
great ; but then, so are the risks that 1 run : be- 
sides, my private practice begins to be smoked. 
Ladies are supposed to come here with different 
designs than merely to look at my goods : some 
of my best customers, too, are got out of my chan- 
nel, and manage their matters at home by their 
maids. Those Asylums ! they gave a dreadful 
blow to my business. Time has been, when a 
gentleman wanted a friend, that I could supply 
him with choice in an hour ; but the market is 
spoiled, and a body might as soon procure a hare 

or a partridge as a pretty [Enter Dolly.] 

— : So, niece, are all things prepared ; have 

you got the pa'pers from Harpy ? 

Dolly, Here they are, ma'am. 

Mrs. Mech, Let me see— Oh, the marriage ar- 
ticles for Fungus, to sign. Have you got the 
contract about you ? 

Dolly, You know, aunt, I left it with you. 

Mrs. Mech, True, I had forgot : but where is 

the bond that I Here it is ; this, Dolly, you 

must sign and seal before witness. 

Dolly, To what end, aunt ? 

Mrs, Mech, Only, child, a trifling acknowledge- 
ment for all the trouble I have taken; a little 
hint to your husband, that he may reimburse your 
poor aunt, for your clothes, boards lodging, and 
breeding. 

Dolly, I hope my aunt does not suspect that I 
can ever be wanting 

Mrs, Mech. No, my dear, not in the least: but 
it is best, Dolly, in order to prevent all retrospect 
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tion, that we setUe accounts before you change 
your condition. 

Dolly, But, ma'am, may not I see the contents ? 

Mr9, Mech, The •contents, love, of what use 
will that be to you ? Sign and seal, that's enough* 

Dolly. But, aunt, I choose to see what I sign. 

Mrs. Meek. To see ! what then ^ou suspect me ? 

Dolly. No, ma'am, but a little caution 

Mr8, Mech. Caution! Here's an impudent 
baggage ! How dare you dispute my commands ? 
Have not I made you, raised you from nothing, 
and woVt a word from my mouth reduce you 
again? 

Dolly, Madam, I 

Mrs. Mech. Answer me, hussy : was not you a 
beggar's brat at my door ? did not I, out of com* 
passion, take you intd my house, call you my 
niece, and give you suitable breeding ? 

Dolly. True, madam. 

Mrs. Mech. And what return did you make me ? 
You had scarce gdt into your teens, you forward 
slut, but you brought me a child almost as big as 
youself ; and a delightful father you chose for it ! 
Doctor Catgut, the meagre musician , that sick 
monkey-face maker of crotchets : that eternal 
trotter after all the little draggle-tailed girls of 
town. Oh, you low slut ; had it been by a gen- 
tleman, it would not have vexed me ; but a fiddler. 

Dolly; For heaTen's sake 

Mrs. Meek. After that you eloped, commenced 
stroller, and in a couple of years returned to town 
in your original trim, with scarce a rag to your back* 

Dolly. Pray, ma'am-— 

Mrs. Mech. Did not I, notwithstanding, receive 
you again? have not I tortured my brains for 
your good ? found you a husband as rich as a Jewi 
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just brought all my matters to bear, and now. you 
refuse to sign a paltry paper ? 

Dolly. Pray, madam, give it. m6, I will sign, 
execute, do all that you bid me. 

Mrs. Mech, You will ; yes, so you had . best. 
And what is become of the child ? have you done 
as I ordered ? 

Dolly. The Doctor was not at home; but the 
nurse left the child in the kitchen. 

Mrs, Mech. You heard nothing from him 1 . 

Dolly. Not a word. 

Mrs. Mech. Then he is meditating, some mis* 
chief, I warrant. However, let our good Atars 
secure us to-day, and a fig for what may. happen 
to-morrow. It is o. little ..unlucky, though, that 
Mr. Fungus has chosen the doctor for ^is niaster 
ofmiisic'; but as yet! he hits not been here, and, 
if possible, we must prevent him. 

Enter Jenny, hastily. 

Jen^ Mr. Fungus, the^ tallow-Qbandler* Jiia!am» 
is crossidg the way, shall I say you are at bome ? 

Mri. Mech. His brodier h^s servants enough, 
let some of them answer. Hide, DoUy. [Exit 

PotLV and Jenny.] [One knock at the door.] 

Ay, that's the true tap of the trader. This, old 
brother of ours is smoky and shrewd, and al- 
though an odd, is a sensible fellow; we must 
guard against him: if he gets but an inkling, but 

the slighest suspicion, our project is marred, 

[A noise without.] What the deuce is the matter 1 
As I live, a squabble between him and La Fleur, 
the' French footman we hired this morning. This 
may make mirth ; I'll listen a little. [ReHres. 

Enter Mr. Isaac Fungus, rfrmn^ in La Fleur. 
/. Fun, What, is there nobody in the house 
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that can give me an answer ; where's uiy brother, 
you rascal ? 

La Fleur. Je n' entend pas. 

/. Fun, PaSy what the devil is that; answer 
yes or no ; is my brother at home 1 don't shrug up 

your shoulders at me, you Oh^ here comes a 

rational being 

Entet^ Mrs, Mechlin. 

Madam Mechlin, how fares it? this here lantern- 
jawed rascal wo'n't give me an answer, and, indeed, 
would scarce let me into the house.. 

La Fleur. Ce gros Bourgeois a fait une tapage 
de diable. 

Mrs* Mech, Fy-donc ! c'est le fr^re de monsieur. 

La Fleur, Le fr^re ! Mon Dieu! 

/. Fun, What is all* this 1 what the devil lin- 
go is the fellow a talking ? 

Mrs, Mech, This is a footman from France that 
your brother has taken. 

/• Fun, From France ! and is this the best of 
bis breeding ? 1 thought we had taught them bet- 
ter manners abroad, than to come here and insult 
us at home. People make such a rout about 
smuggling their Frenchified goods, but their men 
do us most mischief. If we could but hinder the 
importing of them 

Mrs, Mech. Ay, you are a true Briton ^ I see 
that, Mr. Isaac. 

/. Fun, I warrant me : is brother Zachary at 
home? 

Mrs, Mech. Above stairs, sir. 

/. Fun, Any company with him ? 

Mrs. Mech. Not any to hinder your visit. La 
Fleur, ouvrez la porte. 

/. Fun. Get along you Mrs. Mechlin, your 

servant. 1 can't think what the devil makes 
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you quality so fond of the mounsijers; for my part 

I don't see March and be hanged to you-r- 

you sooty-facedr 

[Exeunt I. Fungus and La Flevk. 
. Mrs, Mech. Come, Dolly, you may now appear, 

Entei^ Jenny. 

Jen. 'NLx, Paduasoy, ma'am, the Spital-fields 
weaver ; he has been waiting this hour, anil says 
he has some people at home ■ . . 

Mrs. Mech, Let' him enter. [Exit Jenny.] In 
a couple of minutes I'll follow you, Dolly ! 

Enter Paduasoy. 

Mrs. Mech, Mr. Paduasoy, you may load 
yourself home with those silks, &ey woVt do for 
my market. 

Mr. Pad. Why, what's the matter,, madam ? 

Mrs. Mech, Matter ! you. are a pretty fellow 
indeed, you a tradesman ! but it's lucky I know 
you : things might have been worse ; let us settle 
accounts, Mr^ Paduasoy ; you'll see no more of 
my money. 

Pad. I shall be sorry for that, Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. Sorry ! answer me one question ; 
am not I the best customer that ever you had ? 

Pad. I confess it. 

Mrs. Mech. Have not I mortgaged my precious 
soul, by swearing to my quality customers, that the 
stuff from your looms was the produce of Lyons ? 

Pad. Granted. 

Mrs. Mech. And unless that had been belie ved« 
could you have sold them a yard, nay a nail ? 

Pad. 1 believe not. 

Mrs. Mech. Very . well. Did not I, sir, pro- 
cure you more money for your cursed goods, when 
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sold as the manufacture of France, than as mere 
English they could have ever produced you 1 

Pad. I never denied it. 

Mrs, Mech. Then are not you a pretty fellow, 
te blow up and ruin my reputation at once? 

Pad, Me, madam ! 

Mrs. Mech. Yes, you. 

Pad. As how ? 

Mrs Mech, Did not you tell me these pieces of 
silk were entire, and the only ones you had made 
of that pattern ! 

Pad, I did. 

Mrs, Mech, Now mind. Last Monday I left 
them as just landed, under pretence of securing 
them from seizure, at the old countess of Furbe- 
low's, by whose means I was sure to get rid of 
them both, at my own price; and who should 
come in last night at the ball at the Mansion-house, 
where my lady unluckily happened to be, with a 
full suit of the blue pattern upon her back, but 
Mrs. Deputy Dowlass, dizen'd out like a duchess. 

Pad, Mrs. Deputy Dowlass ! Is it possible ? 

Mrs, Mech, There is no denying the fact ; but 
that was not all : if, indeed, Mrs. Deputy had be- 
haved like a gentlewoman, and swore they bad 
been sent her from Paris, why there the thing 
would have died ; but see what it is to have to 
do with mechanics ! the fool owned she* had them 
from you. I should be glad to see any of my cus- 
tomers at a loss for a lie. But as to those trum- 
pery traders, Mr. Paduasoy, you'll never gain 
^ny credit by them. 

Pad, This must be a trick of my wife's ; I know 
the women are intimate, but this piece of intelli- 
gence will make a hot-house. None of my fault. 
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indeed, Mrs. Mechlin ; I hope, ma'am, this wo'n't 
make any difference ? 

Mrs. Mech. Difference ! I don't believe I shall 
be able to smuggle a gown for you these six 
months. What is in that bundle? 

Pad, Some India handkerchiefs, that you pro- 
mised to procure of a supercargo at Woolwich,. 
for Sir Thomas Calico's lady. 

Mrs. Mech. Are you pretty forward with the 
light sprigged waistcoats from Italy ? 

Pad. They will be out of the loom in a week. 

Mrs. Mcoh.'YovL need not put any Genoa vel- 
Yiets in hand till the end of the autumn; but you 
may make me immediately a fresh sortment of 
foreign ribbons for summer. 

Pad Any other commands, Mrs. Mechlin ? 

Mrs. Mech. Not at present, I think. 

Pad. I wish you, madam, a very good morn- 
ing. 

Mrs. Mech. Mr. Paduasoy, Lord ! . I had like 
to have forgot. ITou must write an anonymous 
letter to the Custom-house, and send me soma 
old silks to be seized ; I must treat the town with 
a bonfire : it will make a fine paragraph for 
the papers; and, at the same time, advertise the 
public where such things may be had. 

Pad, I shall not fail, Madam. 

[Exit Paduasoy^ 
Mrs* Mech. Who says now that I am not a 
friend to my country ? I think the Society for 
the Encouragement of Arts should vote me a 
premium. L am sure I am one of the greatest 
encouragers of our own manufactures. 

[Exit Mrs. Mechlin^ 
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ACT THE SECOND. 
SCENE First continues. 

Enter Commissary Fungus, Isaac Fungus, 

and Mrs. Mechlin. 

Z. Fun. Brother Isaac, you are a blockhead, I 
tell you. But first answer me this; can know- 
ledge do a man any harm? . ^ 

/. Fun. No, sarting ; what is befitting a man 

for to learn. • 

Z.Fun. To learn! and how should you know 
what is befitting a gentleman to learn ? Stick to 
your trade, master tallow-chaiidler. 

I. Fun. Now, brother Zachary, can you say in 
your conscience, as how, it is decent to be learn- 
ing to dance, when you ha* almost lost the use of 

your legs. • 

^. Fun. Lost the use of my legs ! to see but 
the malice of men ! Do but ax Mrs. Mechlin ; 
now, ma'am, does not Mr. Dukes say, Aat, con- 
sidering my time, I have made a wonderful pro- 
gress ? 

/. Fun. Your time, brother Zac ! 

Z. Fun. Ay, my time, brother Isaac. Why, 
I lia'n't been at it parsing a couple of months, and 
we have at our school two aldermen and a serjeant- 
at-law, that were full half a year before they 
could get out of hand. 

Mrs. Mech. Very true, sir. 

Z. Fun. There now, Mrs. Mechlin can vouch it. 
And pray, ma'am, does not master allow, that of 
my age, I am the most hopeful scholar he has ? 
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Mrs. Mech. I can't but say, Mr. Isaac, that 
the 'squire has made a most prodigious improve- 
ment. 

Z. Fun. Do you hear that? 1 wish we had but 
a kit, I would show you what I could do : one, 
two, three, ha. One, two, three, ha ! There are 
risings and sinkings ! 

Mrs, Mech, Ay, marry, as light as a cork, 

Z. Fun. A'n'tit? Why, before next winter is 
over, he says, he'll fit me for dancing in public ; 
and who knows but in Lent you may see me am- 
ble at a Ridotto with an opera singer. 

Mrs. Mech. And I warrant he acquits himself 
as well as the best. 

/. Fun, Mercy on me ! and pray, brother, that 
thing like a sword in your hand, what may the use 
of that implement be ? 

Z, Fun, This ? oh, this is a foil. 

/. Fun. A foil ! 

Z. Fun. Ay, a little instrument, by which we, 
who are gentlemen, are instructed to kill one ano- 
ther. 

/. Fun. To kill ! marry, heaven forbid ; I hope 
you have no such bloody intentions. Why, bro- 
ther Zac. you was used to be a peaceable man. 

Z. Fun. Ay, that was when I was a paltry me- 
chanic, and afraid of the law, but now I am ano- 
ther guess person: I have been in camps, can- 
toons, and intrenchments ; have marched over 
bridges and breaches ; I have seen the Ezel and 
IVezel ; I'm got as rich as a Jew, and if any man 
dares to affront me, I'll let him know that my trade 
has been fighting. 

/. Fun. Rich as a Jew ! Ah, .Zac. Zac. but if 
you had not had another guess trade than fighting, 
1 doubt whether you would have returned altoge- 
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their so rich : but now you have got all this wealth, 
why not sit down and enjoy it quietly ? 

Z. Fun, Hark ye, Isaac, do you purtend to 
know life ? are you acquainted with the beaux 
d'esprits of the age ? 

/. Fun. I don't understand you. 

Z. Fun. No, I believe not; then, how should 
you know what belongs to gentility ? 

/. Fun, And why not as well as you, brother 
Zac. I hope I am every whit as well born ? 

Z. Fun, Ay, Isaac, but the breeding is all; 
consider, I have been a gentleman above five years 
lind three quarters, and I think should know a lit-, 
tie what belongs to the business; hey, Mrs. 
Mechlin? 

Mrs. Mech, Very true, sir. 

Z. Fun, And, as to this foil, do you know^ 
Isaac, in what the art of fencing consists ? 

/. Fun, How should I ? 

Z. Fun. Why it is short ; there are but two 
rules : the first is, to give your antagonist aa many 
thrusts as you can ; the second, to be careful «nd 
receive none yourself. 

/. Fun. But how is this to be done 1 

Z. Fun. Oh, easy enough : for do you see, if 
you can but divert your adversary's point from the 
line of your body, it is impossible he ever should 
hit you ; and all this is done by a little turn of the 
wrist, either this way, or that way. But Til show 
you : John, bring me a foil. Mrs. Mechlin, it will 
be worth your observing. Here, brother Isaac — 
[Offers him a foil.'}. 

I. Fun, Not I. 

Z. Fun. These Bourgeois are so frightful 

Mrs. Mechliiii will you, ma'am, do me the favour 
to push at me a little ? Mind, brother, when she 
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thrusts at me in carte, I do so ; and when she 
pushes in tierce, I do so ; and by this means a 
man is sure to avoid being killed. But it may 
not be amiss, brother Isaac, to give you the pro- 
gress of a regular quarrel ; and then you will see 
what sort of a thing a gentleman is. Now, I 
have been told, do you see, brother Isaac, by a 
friend who has a regard for my honour, that Cap- 
tain Jenkins, or Hopkins, or Wilkins, or what 
captain you please, has, in public company, called 
me a cuckold ► 

L Fun. A cuckold I But how, can that be ? be- 
cause why, brother Zac. you be'n't married. 

Z. Fun, But, as I am just going to be married, 
that may very well happen, you know. 

Mrs. Mech, True. 

Z. Tun, Yes, yes, the thing is natural enough. 
■Well, the captain has said I am a cuckold ; 
upon which, the jfirst time- I set eyes on captain 
Wilkins, either at Yauxhall, or at Kanelagh, I 
accost him, in a courteous, genteel-like manner — 

/. Fun, And that's more than he merits. 

Z, Fun, Your patience, dear Isaac in a 

courteous, gentleman-like manner ; captain Hop- 
kins, your servant. 

/. Fun, Why, you called him biit now Captain 
Wilkins. 

Z. Fun, P'shaw! Youblockhead, I tell you the 

name ,does not signify nothing -Your servant; 

shall I crave your ear for a moment ? The captain 
politely replies, your commands, good Mr.Fungus? 

Then we walk side by side ^Come here. Sirs. 

Mechlin>-**^[7%e^ w(ilk up and down] for some 
time as civil as can- be. Mind, brot^r Isaac. 

/. Fun, I do, I do. 

Z. Fun, Hey !--i— no, t'other side, Mrs. Mech* 
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lia that's right 1 hear, captain Wilkins ► 

/. Fun. 1 knew it was Wilkins. 

Z. Fun, Zounds! Isaac, be quiet Wilkins, 

that you have taken some liberties about and 
concerning of me, which, damme, I don't under- 
stand 

/. Fun» Don't swear, brothf r Zachar)^ 

Z. Fun. Did ever mortal hear the like of this 
fellow ? 

I, Fun, But you are grown such a reprobate 
since you went to the wars 

Z. Fun, Mrs. Mechlin, stop the tongue of that 
blockhead ; why, dunce, I am speaking by rule, 
and Mrs. Mechlin can tell you, that duels and 
dammes go always together. 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, always. 

Z. Fun, Which, damme, I don't understand. 
Liberties with you! cries the captain, where, when, 
and in- what manner ? Last Friday night, in com- 
pany at the St. Alban's, you called me a buck, and 
moreover said that my horns were exalted. Now, ' 
sir, I know very well what was your meaning by 
that, and therefore demand satisfaction. That, . 
sir, is what I never deny to a gentleman ; but as ' 
to you, Mr. Fungus, I can't consent to give you 
that rank. How, sir, do you deny my gentility ! 

Oh, that affront must be answered this instant 

Draw, sir! Now push,. Mrs. Mechlin, \They fenced 
There, I parry tierce, there, 1 parry carte, there 
1 parry— —Hold, hold, have a care, zooks ! Mrs. 
Mechlin. 

/. Fun. Ha, ha, ha ! I think you have met with 
your match : well pushed, Mrs. Mechlin. 

Z. Fun, Ay, but instead of pushing in tierce, 
she pushed ihe in carte, and came so thick with 
her thrusts that it was not in nature to parry them. 
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/. Fun. "Well, well, I am fully convinced of your 
skill ; but I think, brother Zac, you hinted an in- 
tention of marrying; is that your design? 
Z, Fun, Undoubtedly. 
/. Fun, And when ? 
Z. Fun, Why, this evening. 
/. Fun, So sudden ! and pray, is it a secret to 
whom ? 

Z. Fun, A secret, no ; I am proud of the match; 
«he brings me all I want — her veins full of good 
blood : such a family ! such an alliance ! zooks, 
«he has a pedigree as long as the Mall, brother 
Isaac, with large trees on each side, and all the 
boughs loaded with lords. 

/. Fun, But has the lady no name ? 
Z, Fun, Name! aye, such a name^-Iord! we 
have nothing like it in London: none of your 
stunted little dwarfish words of one syllable ; your 
Watts, and your Potts, and your Trots ; this rum- 
bles llirough the throat like a cart with broad 
wheels. Mrs. Mechlin, you can pronounce it bet- 
ter than me. 

Mm, Mech, Lady Sacharissa Mackirkinciroft. 
Z. Fun, Kirkinccoft ! there are a mouthful of 
syllables for you. Lineally descended from Her- 
cules Alexander Charlemagne Hannibal, Earl of 
Glendower, prime minister to King Malcolm the 
first 

/. Fun. And are all the parties agreed ? 
Z. Fun. I cannot say quite all ; for the right ho- 
nourable peer that is to be my papa, (who, by-the- 
by, is as proud as the devil,) has flatly renounced 
the alliance, calls me here in his letter Plebeian, 
and says, if we have any children, they will turn 
out very little better than pie-balds. 

/. Fun, And what does the gentlewoman say ? 
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Z. Fun, The gentlewoman ! Oh, the gentlewo- 
man (who, between ourselves) is pretty near as 
high as her father ; but, however, my person has 
proved too hard for her pride, atid I take the affair 
to be as good as concluded. 

7. Fun, Is it resolved ? 

Z,Fun, Fixed. 

/. Fun. I am sorry for it. 

Z. Fun, Why so 1 Gome, come, brother Isaac, 
don't be uneasy, I have a shrewd guess at your 
grievance ; but though you may not be suffered to 
see Loidy Scracarissa at first, yet who knows before 
long I may have interest enough with her to bring 
it about? and, in the mean time, you may dine 
when you will with the steward. 

/. Fun. You are exceedingly kind. 

Z. Fun. Mrs. Mechlin, you don't think- my lady 
will gainsay it ? 

Mrs. Mech. By no means ; it is wonderful, con- 
sidering her rank, how mild and condescending she 
is : why, but yesterday, says her Ladyship to me, 
though, Mrs. Mechlin, it can't be supposed that I 
should admit any of the Fungus family into my 
presence 

Z. Fun. No, no, to be sure ; not at first, as I 
said. 

Mrs. Mech, Yet, his brother, or any other rela- 
tion may dine with the servants every day. 

Z. FuH. Do you hear, Isaac? There's your true, 
inherent nobility, so humble and affable I But peo- 
ple of real rank never have any pride; that is only 
for upstarts. 

I. Fun, Wonderfully gracious! but here, bro- 
ther Zac, you mistake me, it is not for myself I am 
sorry, 

Z.Fun, Whom then? 
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LFun. For you. Don*! you think that your wife 
will despise you ? 

Z,Fun, No. 

/. Fun. Can you suppose that you will live to« 
gether a month ? 

Z, Fun, Yes, . . 

/• Fun, Why, can you bear to walk about your 
own house like a paltry dependant? 

Z,Fun» No. 

/. Fun. To have yourself and your orders cor« 
temned by your servants ? 

Z.Fun. No. 

/. Fun. To see your property devoured by your 
lady's beggarly cousins, who, notwithstanding, 
wo'n't vouchsafe you- a nod? 

Z.Fun. No. 

/• JFttit. Can you be blind at her bidding, run at 
her sending, come at her calling, dine by yourself 
when she has bettermost company, and • sleep six 
flights a week in the garret ? 

Z.Fun, No. 

/. Fun. 'Why, will you dare to disobey, have the 
impudence to dispute the sovereign will and plea- 
sure of a lady like her ? 

Z. Fun. Aye, marry will T. 

I. Fun. And don't you expect a whole clan of 
Andrew Ferraros, with their naked points at your 
throat?* 

Z. Fun. No. 

/. Fun. Then you don't know half you will have 
to go through. 

Z. Fun, Look you, brother, I know what you 


• Andrew Ferrara was a celebrated manufacturer «f broad 
swords, which caused this instrument to be called by his 
name. 
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would be at: you don't mean I should marry ai 
all. 

/. Fun, Indeed, brother Zachary, you wrong me ; 
I should with pleasure see you equally matched, 
that is, to one of your own rank and condition. 

Z.Fun. You would ? I don't doubt it; but that 
is a pleasure you never will have. Look you, 
IsaaCi I have made up my mind ; it is a lady I 
like, and a lady I will have ; and if you say any 
more, 111 not be contented with that, for, damme, 
I'll marry a duchess. 

Enter La Fleur. 

La Fleur, Le maitre pour donner d'^loquence. 

Z. Fun. What does the puppy say, Mrs. Mech- 
lin 1 for you know I can't parler vous. 

Mrs.Mech. The gentleman from the city, that 
is to make you a speaker. 

Z.JPtin. Odzooks ! a special fine fellow, lefs 
hare him. 

Mrs, Mech, Faites Tentrer. [Exit La Fleur. 

/. Fun, Brother, as you are busy, I will take 
another— 

Z, Fun, No, nOf this is the finest fellow of all^ 
it is he that is to make me a man ; and, hark-ye, 
brother, if I should chance to rise in the state, no 
more words, your business is done. 

/. Fun, What, I reckon some member of parlia* 
ment. 

Z, Fun, A member ! Lord help you, brother 
Isaac, this man is a whole senate himself. Why 
it is the famous orationer that has published the 
book. 

/. Fun. What, Mr. Gruel ? 

Z. Fun. The same. 

/• Fun. Yes, I have s^en his name in the News. 
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Z,Fun» His knowledge is wonderful; he has 
told me such secrets — Why^ do you know, Isaac^ 
fay what means 'tis we speak ? 

/• Fun. Speak ! why we speak with our mouths. 

Z. Fun. No, we don't 

I. Fun, No! 

Z. Fun. No, He says, we speak by means of 
tlie tongue, the teeth, and the throat ; and without 
them we sliould only bellow* 

/. Fun. But surely the mouth*— 

Z. Fun. The mouth, I tell you, is little or nor- 
thing, only just a cavity for the air to pass through. 

/. Fun, Indeed I ' 

Z. Fun. That's all ; and when the cayity's small, 
little sounds will come out ; when large^ the great 
ones proceed : observe now in whistling and bawl- 
iag-rrlwhhtlea and bawls]. -^Do you see? Oh, he 
is a mi|:aculous man. 

/. Fun. But of what use is all this ? 

Z. Fun. But it's knowledge, aVt it ? and of what 
signification is that, you fool? And then, as to 
use, why, he can make me speak in any manner he 
pleases; as a lawyer, a merchant, a country gen- 
tleman ; whatever the subject requires--:But here 
he is. 

Enter Mr. 6ru£L. 

Mr. Gruel, your servant ; I have been holding forth 
in your praise. 

Gruel. I make no doubt, Mr. Fungus, but to 
\our declamation, or recitation (as Quintiliau more 
properly terms it), I shall be indebted for much 
future praise ; inasmuch as the reputation of the 
scholar does (as I may say) confer, or rather, as it 
were, reflect, a marvellous kind of lustre on the 
fame of the master himself. 

2 F 2 
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Z. Fun. There, Isaac! didst ever hear the like? 
he talks just as if it were all out of a book ; what 
would you give to be able to utter such words ? 

/. Fun, And what should I do with them ? them 
holiday terms would not pass in my shop;* there's 
no buying and selling with them. 

Gruel, Your observation is pithy and pertinent : 
different stations different idioms demand ; polished 
periods accord ill with the mouths of mechanics ; 
but as that tribe is permitted to circulate a baser 
kind of coin, for the ease and convenience of infe- 
rior traffic, so is it indulged with a vernacular or 
vicious vulgar phraseology, to carry on their inter- 
locutory commerce. — But I doubt, sir, I soar above 
the region of your comprehension ? 

/. Fun, Why, if you would come down a step 
or two^ I can't say but I should understand you the 
better. 

Z, Fun, And I too. 

GrueL Thefi to the familiar I fall : if the gentle- 
man has any ambition to shine at a vestry, a com- 
mon-hall, or even a convivial dub, I can supply 
him with ample materials. 

/. Fun, Hso, I have no such desire. 

GrueL Not to lose time; your brother here. 


* Holiday terms, A gocnlly phrase for that affected aca- 
demic style which has recentiiy made irruptions into the 
business of common life. Engendered in the book-societies, 
institutions, lecture-rooms, aiRl forum-meetings of the me- 
tropolis, this outre inflation forms 9. style yguigenerisy scarcely 
understandable and wholly unanswerable without painful 
analysis and frequent syncope : it has acquired the appella- 
tion of '* Cockney Eloquence/' and gets much into type 
monthly, with all its verbiage, and occasionally appears in 
separate volumes. 
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(for such I find tl^e genUemaa is,) in other respecU 
a common man like yourself — 

2r. JFtfit. No better. 

Gruel, Observe, how altered by means of my 
art : are you prepared in the speech on the great 
importance or trade ? 

Z. Fun. Pretty well, I believe. 

Gruel. Let your gesticulations be chaste, and 
your muscular movements consistent. 

Z. Fun. Never fear [Enter Jenny, and 

whMpen Mrs. Mechlin.]— Mrs. Mechlin, you'll 
stay? 

Airs. Mich. A little business ; I'll return in an 
instant. [Eait Mrs. Mechlin. 

Gruel, A little here to the left, if you please, sir ; 
there you will only catch his profile — that's right 
— now you will have the full force of his face : one, 
two, three ! now, off you go. 

Z. Fun, When I consider the vast importance 
of this day's debate ; when I revolve the various 
vicissitudes that this soil has sustained; when I 
ponder what our painted progenitors were; and 
what we, their civilized successors, are ; when I 
reflect, that they fed on crab-apples and chest- 
nuts 

Gruel, Pignuts, good sir, if you please. 

Z,Fun. lou are right; crab-apples and pig- 
nuts; and that we feast on green-peas, and on 
custards ; when I trace in the recording historical 
page, that their floods gave them nothing but frogs, 
and now, that we have £sh by land-carriage ; I am 
lost in amazement at the prodigious power of com- 
merce. Hail, Commerce ! daughter of Industry, 
consort to Credit, parent of Opulence, full sister to 
Liberty, and great grandmother to the Art of Navi- 
g«^tion< 
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LFun* Why I this gentiewomui has a pedigree 

as long as ^our wife's, brother Zac. 

Z. Fun. Prithee, Isaac, be quiet — ^Art of Navi- 
gation— -a — a-^^vigation Zooks, that fellow has 

put me quite out. 

GrueL It matters not; this day's performance 
has largely fulfilled your yesterday's promise. 

Z, Fun. But I ha'n't half done ; the best is to 
come. Let me just give him that part about tum-^ 
pegs— for the sloughs, the mires, the ruts, the im- 
passable bogs, that the languid, but generous steed 
travelled through ; he now pricks up his ears, he 
neighs, he canters, he capers through a whole re- 
gion of turnpegs. 

Enter Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. Your riding-master is below. 

Z. Fun. Gadso ! then, here we must end. Youll 
pardon me, good Mr. Gruel ; for, as I want to be 
9. finished gentleman as soon as I can, it is impos- 
sible for me to stick long to any one thing* 

,Gruel. Sir, although your exit is rather abrupt, 
yet the multiplicity of your avocations, do, (as 1 
may say,) in some measure, cicatrise the otherwise 
mortal wound on this occasion sustained by de* 
corum. 

Z.,Fun. Cicatrise! I could hear him all day. 
He is a wonderful man. Well, Mr. Gruel) to-mor- 
row we will at it again* 

Gruel. You will find me prompt at your slightest 
volition. 

Z. Fun. 1 wish, brother Isaac, I could have 
staid, you should have heard me oration away 
like a lawyer, about pleadings and presidents ; 
but all in good time. [Exit Z. Fungus. 
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Mn. Mech, This gentleman^ sir, will gain you 
vast credit. 

GrueL Yes, madam, the capabilities of the gen- 
tleman, I confess, are enormous; and, as it is to 
you I am indebted for this promising pupil, you 
will permit me to expunge the obligation, by an in- 
stantaneous and gratis lecture on that species of 
eloquence peculiar to ladies. 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, sir, I have no sort of occasion — 

GrueL As to that biped, man, (for such I define 
him to be,) a male or masculine manner belongs — 

Mrs. Mech. Any other time, good Mr. Gruel. 

GrueL So, to that biped, woman, she participa- 
ting of his general nature, the word Aomo, in Latin, 
being promiscuously used for woman or man 

Mrs. Mech. Fbr Heaven's sake 

GrueL But, being cast in a more tender and de- 
licate mould 

Mrs. Mech. Sir, I have twenty people in wait- 
ing 

GrueL The soft, supple, insinuating graces—* 

Mrs. Mech. I must insist 

GrueL Do appertain (as I may say) in a more 
peculiar, or particular, manner;—— 

Mrs. Mech, Nay, then 

Gruel. Her rank in the order of entities— — 

Mrs. Mech. I must thrust you out of my house. 

GrueL Not calling her forth 

Mrs. Mech. Was there ever such a [pushing 

him out.] 

Re-enter Gruel. 

Gruel, To those eminent, hazardous, and (as I 
may say) perilous conflicts, which so often — - — 

Mrs. Mech. Get down stairs, and be hanged to 
yovi-'lpushes him out]. There he goes, as I live» 
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from the top to the bottom : I hope» .1 ha Vt done 
him a mischief : You ar'u't hurt, Mr* Grufel?— ^ 
No, all's safe, for I hear him going on with his 
speech — an impertinent puppy ! 

/. Fun^ Impertinent, indeed : I wonder all those 
people don't turn your head, Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mrs, Mech* Oh, I am pretty well used to 'em. 
But who comes here ! Mr. Isaac, if yoii will step 
into the next room, I have something to commu- 
nicate that well deserves your attention. 

[Eait Isaac Fungus. 

Enter Simon. 

Sim» Doctor Catgut, at the foot of the stairs. ' 
Mrs, Mech. The devil he is ! What can have 
brought him at this time of day ? Watch, Simon, 
thai nobody comes up while he is here. [JEjcit 
Simon.] i hope he has not heard of the pretty 
present we sent him to day. 

Enter Dr. Catgut. 

Dr. Cat. Madam Mechlin, your humble. I have. 
Madam, received a couple of compliments fi-om 
your mansion this morning; one I find from a 
lodger of yours, the other I presume from your 
niece ; but for the last, I rather suppose I am in< 
debted to you. 

Mrs, Mech, Me ! indeed. Doctor, yqu are widely 
mistaken ; I assure you, sir, since your business 
broke out, I have never set eyes on her once. 

Dr, Cat, Then I am falsely informed. 

Mrs, Mech, But, after all, you must own it is 
but what you deserve : I wonder. Doctor, you 
don't leave off those tricks. 

Dr. Cat, Why, what can I do, Mrs. Mechlin T 
my constitution requires it. 
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Mrs, Meek, Indeed! I should not hav^ thought it. 

I>r, Cat, Then, the dear little devils are so des- 
perately fond. 

Mrs, Meek. Without doubt. 

Dr. Cat. Andy for frolick, flirtation^ diligence, 
dress, and address 

Mrs, Mech. To be sure. . 

Dr, Cat. For what you call genuine gallantry, 
few men, I flatter myself, will be found that can 
match me. 

Mrs. Mech, Oh, that's a point given up. 

Dr. Cat, Hark ye, Molly Mechlin, let me pe- 
rish, child, you look divinely to day. 

Mrs, Mech, Indeed ! 

Dr. Cat. But that I have two or three affairs 
on my hands, I should be positively tempted to 
trifle with thee a' little. 

Mrs, Mech. Ay, but Doctor, consider I am not 
of a trifling age, it would be only losing your time. 

Dr, Cat. Ha, so coy ! But a. proposy Molly, 
this lodger of yours ; who is he, and what does 
4je want ? 

Mrs* Mech. You have heard of the. great Mr. 
Fungus ? 

Dr, Cat, WeW I 

Mrs, Mech. Being informed of your skill and 
abilities, he^has sent for you to teach him to sing. 

Dr, Cat. Me teach him to sing ! What, does 
the scoundrel mean to i^ffront me I 

Mrs. Mech. Affront you ! 

Dr, Cat, Why don't you know, child, that I 
have quitted tbat paltry profession 1 

Mrs. Mech, Not I. 

Dr, Cat, Oh, entirely renounced it. 

Mrs, Mech. Then, what may yo* follow at pre- 
sent ? 
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Dr. Cat. Me ! — nothing. I am a poet, my dear. 

Mrs, Mech. A poet ! 

Dr. Cat. A poet. The muses — you know I was 
always fond of the ladles : I suppose you have 
heard of Shakspeare, and ShadwellyofTomvBrown^ 
and of Milton, and Hudibras ? 

Mrs. Mech. I have. 

Dr. Cat. I shall blast all their laurels, by gad ; 
I have just given the public a taste, but there's a 
belly-full for them in my larder at home, 

Mrs. Mech, Upon my word, you surprise me : 
but pray, is poetry a trade to be learned ? 

Dr. Cat. Doubtless. Capital as I am, I have 
not acquired it above a couple of years. 

Mrs. Mech; And could you communicate your 
art to another ? 

Dr, Cat, To be sure. Why, I have here in 
my pocket, my dear, a whole folio of rhymes from 
Z quite to great A. Let us see. A, ay, here it be- 
gins : A, ass, pass, grass, mass, lass, and so quite 
through the alphabet down to Z. Zounds, grounds, 
mounds, pounds, hounds. 

Mrs. Mech, And what do you do with those 
rhymes ? 

Dr, Cat, Oh, we supply them. 

Mrs, Mech. Supply them? 

Dr. Cat. Ay, fill them up, as I will show you. 
Last week, in a ramble to Dulwich, I made these 
rhymes into a duet for a new comic opera I have 
on the stocks. Mind, for I look upon the words 
as a model for that sort of writing. First she — 

There to see the sluggish ass, 
Through the meadows as we pass. 
Eating up the farmer's grass. 
Blithe and merry, by the mass, 
As a lively country lass. 
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Mrs. Mech. Very pretty, 

Ur. Cat. A'u't it ! Then he replies. 

Hear the farmer cry out, zounds 1 
As he trudges through the grounds. 
Yonder beast has broke my mounds ; 
If the parish has no pounds. 
Kill, and give him to the hounds* 

Tlien, da capot both join in repeating the last 
stanza ; and this tacked to a tolerable tune, M^ill 
run you for a couple of months. You observe 1 

lurs. Mechm Clearly. As our gentleman is de- 
sirous to learn all kinds of things, I can't help 
thinking but he will take a fancy to this. 

X>r. Cat^ In that case, he may command me, 
my dear; and I promise you, in a couple of 
months, he shall know as much of the matter as I 
do. 

A/r«. iff e<r A. At present he is a little engaged, 
but as soon as the honey-moon is over 

Dr. Cat. Honey- moon ! Why, is he going to 
be married ? 

Mrs. Mech. This evening, I fancy. 

Dr. Cat. The finest opportunity for an introduc- 
tion in nature, T have by me. Ma'am Mechlin, 
of my own composition, such an epithalamium 

Mrs. Meek. Thalmium, what's that ? 

Dr. Cat. A kind of an elegy, that we poets 
compose at the solemnization of weddings. 

Mrs. Mech, Oh, oh ! 

Dr. Cat. It is set to music already ; for I still 
compose for myself. 

Mrs. Mech. You do ? 

Dr. Cat. Yes. What thjink you, now, of provi- 
<ding a band, and serenading the 'Squire to-night ? 
It will be a pretty extempore :compliment. 

VOL. II. 20 
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Mrs, Mech, The prettiest thought in the world. 
But I hear Mr. Fungus's bell. You'll excuse me, 
dear Doctor, you niay^ suppose we are busy. 

Dr. Cat. No apology, then, — I'll about it this 
instant. 

Mrs.Mech, As soon as you please; — any thing 
to get you out of the way. [Aside and exit* 

l)r, Cat.^YouT obsequious, good Madam Mech- 
lin. But, notwithstanding all your fine speeches, 
I shrewdly suspect my blessed bargain at home was 
a present from you ; and what shall I do with it? 
•^—These little embarrasses we men of intrigue are 
eternally subject to. There will be no sending it 
back. She will never let it enter the house. — 
Hey 1 gad, a lucky thought is come into my head 

this serenade is finely contrived Madam 

Mechlin shall have her< cousin again, for I will re- 
turn her by-blow in the body of a double bass- 
viol ; so the Bawd shall have a concert as well 
as the 'Squire [Exit Dr. Catgut. 


ACT THE THIRD, 

SCENE — continues. 
Enter Harpy, Young Loveit, iiitd Jenny. 

Har^ Tell your mistress my name is Harpy ; 
she knows me, and how precious my time is. 

Jen. Mr. Harpy, the attorney of Furnivars Inn ? 

[Eort^ Jenny. 

Har. The same. Ay, ay, young gentleman, 
this is your woman; I warrant your business is 
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ctone. You knew Kitty Williams, that married 
Mr. Abednego Potiphar, the Jew broker ? 

Y.Lov. I did. 

Har,.Aad Robin Rainboyi^, the happy husband 
of the widow Champansy, from the island of St. 
Kitt's? 

F. Lov. I have seen him. 

Har, All owing to her. Her success in that 
branch of business is wonderful ! Why, I dare 
believe^ since last summer, she has not sent off 
less than forty couple to Edinburgh. 

F. luov. Indeed ! She must be very adroit. 

Htfr. Adroit! You shall judge; I will tell you 
^case; you. know the large brick house at Peck- 
ham, with a turret at top? 

K Lav. Well. 

Har. There lived Miss Cicely Mite^ the only 
daughter of old Mite, the cheesemonger, at the cor- 
ner of Newgate-street, just turned of fourteen and 
under the wing of an. old maiden aunt, as watch- 
ful as a dragon — but hush — I hear Mrs. Mechlin, 
I'll take another season to finish my tale. 

Y, Lov. But, Mr. Harpy, as these kind of wo- 
men are a good deal given to gossipping, I would 
rather my real name was a secret till there is a 
sort of necessity. 

Har. Gossipping ! She, lord help you, she 4s as 
close as a Catholic confessor. . 

F. Lov, That may be, but you must give me 
leave to insist. 

Har, Well, well, as you please. 

Enter Mrs. Mechlin. 

Your very humble servant, good Madam Mechlin; 
I have taKen .the liberty to introduce a young gen- 
tleman, a friend of mine, to crave your assistance. 
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Mr$ Meeh. Any (riend of yours^ Mr. Harpy ; 

— ^wo'n't you be seated, sir ?• 

F. Lav. Ma'am. [TAej^ sit dawn. 

Mrs, Mtch* And pray^ sir, bow cati I serve 
yon? 

Har. Why, madam » the gentleman's situation 

is bat, sir, you had better state your case to 

Mrs. Mechlin yourself. . 

Y. Lav. Why, you are to know, madam, that I 
am just escaped from the university, where (1 need 
not tell you) you are greatly esteemed. 

Mrs, Mech, Very obliging. I must own, sir, 
I have had a very great respect for that learned 
body, ever since they made a near and dear friend 
of mine a doctor of music. 

F. Lov. Yes, madam, I remember the gentle- 
man). 

Mrs. Mech. Do you know him, sir 1 I expect 
him here every minute, to instruct a4odger of mine. 

F. Lav, Not intimately. Just arrived; but last 
night ; upon my coming to town I found my father 
deceased, and all his fortune devised to his relict, 
my mother. 

Mrs. Mech. What, the whole ! 

F. Lav» Everv shilling — that is, for her life. 

Mrs. Mech. And to what sum may it amount? 

Y. Lav. Why, my mother is eternally telling, 
me, that, after her, I shall inherit fifty or sixty 
thousand at least. 

Mrs. Mech. Upon my word, a capital sum. 

Y» Lav. But of what use, my dear' Mrs. Mech- 
lin, since she refuses to advance me a guinea upon 
the credit of it, and while the grass grows — ^you 
know the proverb — 

Mrs. Mech, What, I suppose you want scNiie- 
thing for present subsistence. 
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F. Lov. Just my situation. . 

Mrs, MecA. Have you thought of nothing for 
yourself? 

Y, Lov, I am resolved to be guided by you. 

Mrs. Mtch, What do you think of a wife ? 

F, Lov. A wife I . 

Mrs, Mech, Come, come, don't despise my adr 
vice : when a young man^s finances are Jow* a 
wife is a much better resource than a usurer; and 
there are in this town a number of kiqd-hearted 
widows, that take a pleasure in repairing the inju- 
ries, done by fortune to handsome ypung fellows. 

Har. Mrs. Mechlin has reason. 

F. Lov, But, dear ma'am, what can I do with 
a wife ? 

Mrs. Mech, Do ! Why, like other young fel- 
lows, who marry ladies a little stricken in years ; 
make her your banker and steward. If you say 
bat th^ word, before night I'll give you. a widow 
with two thousand a year in her pocket. 

F. Lov, Two thousand a year ! a pretty em- 
ployment, if residence could be dispensed with. 

Mrs, Mech^ What do you mean by residence ? 
Do you think a gentleman,, like a pitiful trader, is 
to be eternally tacked to his wife's petticoat ? when 
she is in town, be you in the country ; as she shifts, 
do you shift. Why, you need not be with her 
above thirty day^ in the year ; and let me tell you« 
you *woVt find a more easy condition : twelve 
months' subsistence for one month's labour I 

F. Lov, Two thousand a year, you are sure 1 

Mrs, Mech, The least penny. 

Y, Ldv, Well, madam, you shall dispose of 
me just as you please. 

Mrs, Mech, Veiy well; if you will calL in 

2 G 2 
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half an hour at furthest, I belieye we shall finish 
the business. 

y. Lov, In half an hour ? 

Mrs, Mech, Precisely. Oh, despatch is the 
▼er^ life and soul of my trade. Mr. Harpy will 
tell you my terms, you yfiW find them reasonable 
enough. 

Har. Oh, I am sure we shall hare no dispute 
about those. 

F. Lov. No, no, [Going.l 

Mrs, Mech,, Oh, but Mr. Harpy, it may be pro- 
per to mention, that the gentlewoman, the party, 
IS upwards of sixty. 

X. Lot. With all my heart: it is the purse, not 
the person, I want. Sixty ! she is quite a girl ; I 
wish with all my soul she was ninety. 

Mrs. Mech. Get you gone, you are a devil, I 
see that. 

F. Lov, Well, for half an hour, sweet Mrs. 
Mechlin, adieu. 

[Exeunt Young Loveit and Harpt. 

Mrs, Mech, Soh ! I have provided for my dow- 
ager from Devonshire-square ; and now to cater 
for my Ck>mmissary. Here he comes. 

Enter FuNGUS and Bridoun. 

Fun, So, in six weeks Oh, Mrs. Mechlin, 

any news from the lady ? 

Mrs, Mech. I expect her here every moment 
She is conscious that in this step she descends 
from her dignity ; but being desirous to screen you 
from the fury of her noble relations, she is deter- 
mined to let them see that the act and deed is. en- 
tirely her own. 

Fun. Very kind; very obliging, indeed. But, 
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Mrs. Mecihiiti, as the fiunily is so fuilous, I reekim 
we shall never be recoociled. 

Mrs, Meih. I don't know that. Wheo you have 
bought commissions for her three younger brothers, 
discharged the mortgage on the paternal estate, 
and portioned off eight or nine of her sisters, it 
is not impossible but my lord may be prevailed 
upon to suffer your name 

Fun, Do you think so ? 

Mrs^ Mech. But then, a work of time, Mr. Fan- 

Fun* Ay, ay, I know very well things of that 
kiod are not brought about in a hurry. 

Mrs. Mech, But I must prepare matters for the 
lady's reception. 

Fun. By all means. The jewels are sent to her 
ladyship ? 

Mrs. Mech. To be sure. 

Fun. And the ring for her ladyship, and her 
ladyship's license ? 

Airs. Mech. Ay, ay, and her ladyship's parson, 
too ; all are prepared. 

Fun. Parson ! why, wo'n't her ladyship please 
to be married at PowFs ? 

Mrs. Mech. Lord, Mr. Fungus, do you think a 
lady of her rank and condition could bear to be 
seen in public, at once, with a person like you? 

Fun. That's true ; I 

Mrs. Mech, No, no ; I have sent to Dr. Tickle- 
text, and the business will be done in the parlour 
below. 

Fun. As you and her ladyship pleases, good 
Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. You will get dressed as soon as you 
can. 

Fun. I shall only take a short lesson from Mr. 
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Bridoim, and then w&lt her ladyship's pleastire. 
Mrs. Mechlin, may my brother be by? 

Mrs, M^ch, Ay, ay, provided his being so is 
kept a secret from her. 

Fun. Never fear. [Exit Mks. Mechlin.] 

Well^ Mr. Bridoun, and you think I am mended a 
Uttle ? 

Brid. A great deal. "^ 

Fun, And, that in a month or six weeks I may 
be able to praikce upon a long-tailed horse in Hyde- 
park, without any danger of falling ? 

Brid, Without doubt. 

Fun, It will be vast pleasant, in the heat of the 
day, to canter along the King's Road, side by side 
with the ladies^ in ' the thick of the dust ; but that 
I must not hope for this summer. 

Brid, I don't know that, if you follow it close; 

Fun, Never fear, 1 sha'n't be sparing of But 

come, come, let us get to out business- John, 

have the carpenters brought home my new hoYse ? 

Enter John. 

John, It IS here, sir, .upon the top of the stairs. 

Fun, Then fetch it in, in an instant. [Eatit 
John.] What a deal of time and trouble there 
goes, Mr. Bridoun, to the making a gentleman. 
And do your gentlemen born, now, (for £ reckon 
you have had of all sorts,) take as much pains as 
we do ? 

Brid, To be sure; but they begin at an earlier 
age. 

Fun, There is something in that ; I did not 
know but they might be apter, more cuterer, now, 
in catching their learning. 

Brid, Dispositions do certainly differ. 

Fun, Ay, sry, something in nater, 1 warrant, as 


V 
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they say the children of blackamoors will swim as 
soon as they come into the world. 

Enter Servants with a wooden Horse* 

Oh, here he is,— K>dds me I it is a stately fine beast. 

Brid. Here, my lads, place it here very 

well ; where's your switch, Mr. Fungus 7 

Fun, I hare it. 

Brid. Now, let me see you vault nimbly into 
your seat. — Zounds ! you are got on the wrong 
side, Mr. Pungus. 

Fun. I am so indeed, but we'll soon rectify that. 
Now we are right : may 1 have leave to lay hold 
of the mane ? 

Brid. If you can't mount him without. 

Fun. I will try ; but this steed is so devilish tall ! 
— Mr. Bridoun, you don't think hell throw me 1 

Brid* Nievcjr fear. 

Fun. Well, if he should, he can't kick; that's 
one comfort, however. 

Brid. Now, mind your position. 

Fun. Stay till I recover my wind. 

Brid. Let your head be erect. 

Fnn, There. 

Brid. And your shoulders fall easily back. . 

Fun. Ho there. 

Brid. Your switch perpendicular in your right 

hand your right that is it; your left to the 

bridle. 

Fun. There. 

Brid. Your knees in and your toes out.* 

Fun. There. 

— _ ^ 

^'Toen out — So in the original ; but master Bridoun mus^ 
have erred on this point of the manege^ or the author was 
no rider — as, indeed, the fact turned out in the year follow« 
ingy when he was thrown and fractured a leg ! 
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Brid, Are you ready? 

Fun, When you will. 

Brid. Off you go. . 

Fun. Don't let him gallop at first 

Brid. Very well : preserve your position. 

Fun. I warrant. 

Brid. Does he carry you easy ? / 

Fun. All the world like a cradle. But, Mr. 
Bridoiin, I go at a wonderful rate. 

Brid. Mind your knees. 

Fun. Ay, ay, I can't think but this here horse 
stands still very near as fast as another can gallop. 

Brid. Mind your toes. 

Fu7i. Ho, stop the horse. Zounds ! Fm out of 
the stirrups, I can't sit him no longer; there I 
go [Fails off. 

Brid. I hope you at Vt hurt 1 

Fun. My left hip has a little contusion. 

Brid.' A trHle, quite an adcident ; it might hap- 
pen to the very best rider in England. ' » 

Fun. Indeed! 

Brid. Vfe have such things happen every day 
at the manege ; but you are vastly improved. ' 

Fun. Why, lam grown bolder a little; and, 
Mr. Bridoun, when do you think £ may venture to 
ride a live horse ? 

Brid. The very instant you are able to keep 
your seat on a dead one. 

Enter Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. Bless tae, Mr. Fungus, how you 
are trifling your time ! 1 expect Lady Sdcharissa 
every moment, and see what a trim you are in.- 

Fun. I beg pardon, good madam Mechlin. Til 
be equipped in a couple of minutes. Where will 
her ladyship please to rifcceive ? 
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f 

- Mn, Mech. In this rootn, te be sur^ ; come, 
stir, stir ! 

Fun, I have had a little fall from my horse. — 

I'll go as fast as I Mr. Bridoun, will you lend 

me a lift I [Elxtunt Fungus and Bridoun. 

Mrs, Mech, There Jenny, show Mrs. Loveit 

IB here Who's there 

Enter Servants. 

Pray moye that piece of lumber out of the way. 
Come, come, make haste. Madam, if you'll step 
in here for a moment 

Enter Mrs. Loveit. i 

Mrs* JLov, So, se, Mrs. Mechlin — well, you see 
} am true, to my time, and bow have you throve, 
my good woman ? 

Mrs^ Mech. Beyond expectation.. ' 

Mrs, Lov. Indeed ! And have you provided a 

partyl 

. Mrs» Mech. Ay, and such a party, you might 
search the town round before you could meet with 
his fellow : he'll suit yoil in every respect 

Mrs^JaOv. As how, as bow, my dear woman! 

Mrs, Mech, A gentleman by birth and by breed- 
ing, none of your little whipper-snapper Jacks, 
but a countenance as comely, and a presence as 
portly J He has one fault, indeed, if you can but 
overlook that. 

Mrs. Lov. What is it ? 

Mrs, Mech, His age. 

Mrs, Lov, Age ! how, how ? 

Mrs, Meek, Why, he is rather under your mark, 
I am afraid; not above twenty at most. 

Mrs, Ilov, Well, well, so he answers in every 
thing, else, we must overlook that; for, Mrs. 
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Mechlin, there ts no expecting perfection ftf- 
iow. 

Mrs, Mech, True, ma'am. 

Mrs. Lov, And where is he? 

Mrs. Mech. I look for him every minute; if 
you will but step into the drawing-room, I have 
given him such a picture, that I am sure he is 
full as impatient as you. • 

Mrs. Lov. My dear woman, you are so kind 
and obliging: but, Mrs. Mechlin, how do I look? 
don't flatter me, do you think my figure will strike 
him ? 

Mrs. Mech. Or he must be blind. 

Mrs. Lov. You may just hmt black don't be- 
come me, that I am a little paler of late ; the loss 
pf a husband one loves will cause an alteration, 
you know. 

Mrs. Mech.. True; oh, he will make an allow- 
ance for that. 

Mrs. Lov. But things will come round in a 
lrice« [Exit Mrs. Lovbit. 

Enter Simon. 

Sim. Madam, Miss Dolly is dizened out, and 
.every thing ready. 

Mrs. Mech. Let her wait for the Commissary 
here ; I will introduce him the instant he is dressed. 

[Exit Mrs. Meghun. 

Sim. Miss Dolly, yoU may come in; your aunt 
will be here in an instant. 

Enter Dolly and Jenny. 

Dolly* Hush, Simon, hush ; to your post. 
Sim. I am gone. ££5irt/ Simon. 

Dolly, Well, Jenny, apd have I the true .quality 
air? 
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Jen. As perfectly, ma'am, as if you had been 
bred to the business ; and for figure, I defy the first 
of them all. For my part, 1 think Mr, Fungus 
rery well off: when the secret comes out, I don't 
see what right he has to be angry. 

DoUy, Oh, when once he is noosed, let him 
struggle as much as he will, the cord will be drawn 
only the tighter. 

Jen. Ay, ay, we may trust to your manage- 
ment* I hope, miss, £ shall have . the honour to 
follow your fortunes ; there will be no bearing this 
house, when once you have left it 

DoUy. No> Jenny, it would be barbarous to rob 
my aunt of so useful a second; besides, for mis- 
tress and maid, we rather know one another a little 
too well. 

Jen. Indeed! — but here comes Mr. Fungus; 
remember, distance and dignity. 

Dolly. I warrant you, wench. 

Jen. So, I see what I httve to hope* Our young 
filly seems to be secure of her match;, but I may 
jostle her the wrong side the post : we will have a 
trial, however ; but I must see and find out the 
brother. [Aside. 

Enter Z. Fungus iiiMf Mrs. Mechltk. 

. Fun. Yes, scarlet is vastly becomings and takes 
very much with the ladies ; quite proper, too, as I 
have been in the army. 

Mrs. Mech, Stay where you are, till vou are 
announced to the lady. Mr. Fungus begs leave to 
throw himself at your ladyship's feet. 

Dolly. The mon may ora' nigh. 

Mrs. Mech. Approach. 

Fun. One, two, three, ha! Will that do? 

Mrs. Mech. Pretty well. 
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Fun» May I begin to make lore ? 

Mrs. Mech. When you will. 

Full. Now^ stand my friend, Mr. Gruel ! But 
she has stich a deal of dignity that she dashes me 
quite. 

Mrs^Mech. Courage. 

Fun* Here; hold the paper to prompt me, in case 
I should stumble — Madam, or, may it please your 
ladyship^ when I preponderate the • grander of 
your high ginnyalogy, and the mercantile meanness 
of my dingy descent ; when I consider that your 
ancestors, like Admiral Anson, sailed all round the 
world in the ark, and that it is a matter of doubt 
whether I evef had any forefathers or bo ; I totter, 
I tremble, attiie thoughts: ef my towering ambi- 
tion. Ah — a,^ is not Phaeton next ? — — 

Mrs. Meek. Hey! [Looking^ at the paper] 

no, Luna. 

Fun.. Right ; — ambition. Dignity how debased ! 
Distance how great! it is as if the link should de- 
mand an alliance with Lima, or the bushy bramble 
court the boughs of the stately Scotch fir : it is as 
if What's next? 

Mrs. Mech. Next — hey! 1 have lost the 

place I am afraid. — Come, come, enough has been 
said ; you have showed the sense you entertain of 
the honour. Upon these occasions, a third person 
is fittest to cut matters short. Your ladyship hears 
that 

DoUy. Yes, yes, I ken weel enough what the 
moQ would be at. Mrs. Mechlin has speard sike 
things in your great commendations, Mr. Fungus, 
that I canno' but say T clik'd a^ fancy to you from 
the very beginning. 

Fun* Much obliged to Mrs. Mechlin, indeed, 
please your la'ship ■■ ■ 
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DoUy. You ken 1 am of as auqcient a family as 
any North- Britain can boast. 

Run, I know it full well, please your la'ship. 

Dolly, And that I shall get the ill**wun of a' my 
kin by this match. 

Fun. I am sorry for that, please your la'ship. 

Dolly, But, after the ceremony, it will be pro- 
per to withdra' from town for a. short space 
o' time. 

Fun. Please your la'ship, what your la'ship 
pleases. 

Dolly, In order to gi' that gossip, Scandal, just 
time to tire her tongue. 

Fun, True, your la'ship, 

Dolly. I .mun expect that the folk will mak' 
free wi' my character in choosing sike 9, consort 
as you. 

FUn. And with me, too, please your la'ship. 

Dolly. Wi' you, men ! . 

Mrs. Mech. Hold your tongue, 

Dolly. Donna you think the .honour will dn? 
mickle envy upon you ? 

Fun, Oh, to be sure, please your Wship. I did 
not mean that. 

Dolly, Weel, I say, we'll gang into the eountry* 

Fun, As soon as your la'ship pleases ; I have a 
sweet house hard by Reading. \ 

Dolly. You ha' ! that's right. 

Fun, One of the most pleasantest places that 
can be again. 

Dolly, Ha' you a good prospect? 

Fun. Twenty stage-coaches drive every day by 
the door, besides cart» and gentlemen's carriages. 

Dolly. Ah, that will 

jMrs, Meek, Oh, your ladyship will find all 


352 TtiB COMMISSARY. 

thiBgs prepared ; in the next room the attorney 
waits with the writings* 

Fun. The honour of your la'ship's hand . 

Dolly. Maister Fungus, you're a little too hasty. 

[Exit Dolly. 

Mrs, Mech. Not till after the nuptials ; you 
must not expect to be too familiar at first. 

Fun, Vtdiyt when do you think we shall bring 
the bedding about ? 

Mrs, Mech. About the latter end of the year, 
when the winter sets in. 

Fun. Not before ! 

Enter Young Loveit. 

Y, Lev, I hope, Madam Mechlin, I have not 
exceeded my hour ; but I expected Mr.. Harpy 
would call. 

Mrs. Mech* He is in the nextroom with a lady. 
Oh, Mr. Fungus, this gentleman is ambitious of 
obtaining the nuptial benediction from the same 
haads, after you. 

Fun, He's heartily welcome — What, and is his 
wifa a woman of quality too ? 

Mrs, Mech. No, no, a cit; but monstrously 
rich : but your lady will wonder 

Fun.- Ay, ay, but you'll follow ; for I shaVt 
know what to say to her when we are alone. — 

[£*i7 Fungus. 

Mrs. Mech, I will send you, sir, your spouse in 
an instant : the gentlewoman is a widow, so you 
may throw in what raptures you please. 

Y, Lov, Never fear. [Exit Mrs. Mechlin. 

' ^And yet this scene is so new — how to acquit 

myself — let me recollect — some piece of a play 
iiow««— '* Vouchsafe, divine perfection" — No, that 
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woVt do for a dowager; it is too .inimbie and 
whining. But see, the door opens, so I have no 
time- for rehearsal ^I have it — ' 

^ . " Clasp'd in the folds of love 111 meet my doom, 

"And act my" ' 

Enter Mrs. Loveit. 

r 

Mrs.Lov, Hah! 

F. Lov. By all that's monstrous, my mother ! 

Mrs. Lov. That rebel, my son, as I live ! 

F. Lov. The quotation was quite a-propos : had 
it been a little darker, I might have revived the 
story of CEdipus, 

Mrs. Lov. So, sirrah, what makes ypu frgm 
your studies ? 

F. Lov. A small hint I received of your incli- 
nations brought me here, madam, in order to pre- 
vent, if possible, my father's fortune from going 
out of the family. 

Mrs. Lov. Your father ! how dare you disturb 
his dear ashes! you know well enough how his 
dear memory melts me ; and that at his very name 
my heart is. ready to break. 

y. Lov. Well said, my old matron of 
£phesus. 

Mrs. Lov. That is what you want, you disobe* 
dient, unnatural monster; but complete, accom- 
plish your cruelty : send me the same road your 
villanies forced your father to take. 

Enter Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mrs, Meek* Hey-day ! What the deuce' have we 
here ; our old lady in tears ! 

Mrs. Lov. Disappointed a little, that's all. 
Mrs. Mech. Pray, ma'am, what can occasion — 
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Mrs* Lino. Lord bless mc, Mrs. Mechlin ^ what 
a. blunder you have made ! 

Mrs. Mech. A blunder ! as how ? 

Mrs^ Lov, Do you know who you have brought 
me I »# 

Mrs. Mech, Not perfectly. 

Mrs. Lov. My own son ! that's all. 

Mrs. Mech. Your son ! 

Mrs. Lov. Ay, that rebellious, unnatural — 

Mrs. Meek. Blunder indeed ! but who could 
have thought it? Why, by your account, ma'am, 
I imagined your son was a child scarce out of his 
frocks. 

Mrs. Lov. Here's company coming, so my re- 
putation will be blasted for ever. 

Mrs. Mech. Never fear, leave the care on't to me. 

Enter Fungus and Dolly. 

J*tfii. What is the matter? — ^you make such a 
noise, there is no such thing as minding the 
writings. 

Mrs. Mech. This worthy lady, an old friend of 
mine, not having set her eyes on her son since the 
death of his father, and being apprised by me 
that here she might meet with him, came with a 
true paternal affection to give him a little whole- 
some advice. 

Mrs. Lov. Well said, Mrs. Mechlin. - 

Mrs. Mech. Which the young man returned in 
a way so brutal and barbarous, Ihat his poor mo- 
ther — ^be comforted, ma'am; you had better re- 
pose on my bed — 

Mrs* Lov. Any where to get out of his sight. 

Mrs. Mech. Here, Jenny 

Mrs. Lov. Do you think you can procure .n\e 
another party? 
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Mrs. Mech. Never doubt it. 

Mrs. Lov. Ugh, ugh— [Coughing 7 ^^^^^^ 

Mrs. Meek: Bear up a little, ma'am.) 

Fun. Fy upon you 1 you have thrown the old 

gentlewoman into the steri^|^i. 
r. Lov. Sir! 
jFiifi. You a man, you are a scandal, a shame to 

your sect. 

Enter Dr. Catgut. 

JDr. Cat. Come, come, Mrs. Mechlin, are the 
couple prepared ? — ^The fiddles are tuned, the bows 
ready rosined, and the whole band-^Oh, you, sir, 
are one party I reckon, but where is th e ■ A h^ 
Dolly, what are you here, my dear ? 

l>o%. Soh ! 

Fun. Dolly! Who the devil can this be? 

L^r. Cat. As nice and as spruce, too — the bride-> 
maid, I warrant — ^why, you look as blooming, you 
slut. 

Fun. What can this be? hark-ye, sir! * 

Dr. Cat. Well, sir. 

Fun. Don't you think you are rather too fami* 
liar with a lady of her rank and condition ? 

Lhr. Cat. Rank and condition ! — ^what, Dolly ? 

Fun. Dolly ! what a plague possesses the man % 
— ihis is no Dolly, I tell you. 

Dr. Cat. No ! 

Fun. No, this is Lady Scracarissa Makirkincroft. 

Dr. Cat. Who ? 

Fun. Descended from the old, old, old earl of 
Glendowery. 

Dr. Cat. What she—Dolly Mechlin ? 

Fun. Dolly Devil ! the man's out of his wits^ I 
believe. i 
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Enter Mrs.^Mbchun. 

Ob, Mrs. Slechlin, will you set this tnaiter to 
rights) . 

Mrs.^ Mech. How, S|r. Ci^tgiit ! 

Fun. The * strangest fellow here ! hl^» danced 
iipstak»> .and has Dolly, DoIly» DoUy'd my lady ; 
who the plague can he be ? 

Dr, Cat. Ohy a-propos, Molly Mechlin, what, is 
this the man that is to be married ? The marriage 
will nerer hold good i why he is more fraiitic and 
madder — 

Fim. Mad ! John, fetch me the foils ; Til carte 
and tierce you, you scoundrel. 

Enter Isaac Fungus unif Jenny. 

/. Fun* Where's brother ?-^t a'n't over ; you 
be'n't married, I hope. 

Z. Fun» No, I believe not ; why, what is the-— 

/• Fun* Pretty hands you are got into. Your 
servant, good madam; vi^h^t, this is the person, I 
warrant; aye, how pretty the puppet is painted! 
da you know who she is ? 

Z. Fun* Who she is 1 without doubt. 
' /• Fun* No, you don't, brother Zac; only the 
spawn of that devil incarnate, dressed out as 

Z. Fun, But hark-ye, Isaac, are — don*t be in a 
hurry — are you sure? 

LFun. Sure — the girl of the house, abhorring 
their scandalous project, has freely confessed the 
whole scheme. Jenny^ stand forth, and answer 
boldly to what I shall ask : Is not this wench the 
woman's niece of thb house ? 

Jen* I fancy she will hardly deny it. 

/. Fun. And is not this mistress of yours a most 
profligate 
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Mrs, Mech, Come, come, Master Isadc, I will 
9ave you the trouble, and cut this matter short in 
aa iastaat— Well then, this girl, this Dolly, is my 
niece ; and what then ? 

Z, Fun. And ar'n't you ashamed ! 

Y. Lov, She ashamed ! I would have told you, 
but I could not get you to listet ; why, she bdought 
me here to marry my mother. 

Z. Fun, Marry your mother ! Lord have mercy 
on us, what a monster ! to draw a young man in 
to be guilty of incense. But, hark-ye^ brother 
Isaac^ [they retire] 

Dr. Cat. Gads my life, what a sweet project I 
have helped to destroy ! But come, Dolly, I'll piece 
thy broken fortunes again : thou hast a good pretty 
voice; 1*11 teach thee a thrill and a shake; perch 
thee amongst the boughs at one of the gardens ; 
and then as a mistress, which, as the world goes, 
is a much better station than that of a wife, not 
the proudest of them all 

Mrs. Meeh, Mistress ! No, no, we have not 
managed our matters so badly. Hark-ye, Mr. 
Commissary. 

Z. Fun, Well, what do you want? 

Mrs. Mech. Do you propose to consummate 
your nuptials? 

Z. Fun. That's a pretty question, indeed. 

Mrs. Mech. You have no objection, then, to pay- 
ing the penalty, the contract here, that Mr. Harpy 
has drawn. 

Z. Fun. The contract, hey, brother Isaac ? 

/. Fun. Let me see it. 

Mrs, Meth. Soft you, there, my maker of can- 
dles, it is as well where it is ; but you need not 
doubt of its goodness: I promise you the best 
advice has been taken. 
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Z. Fun. What a damned fiend ! what d.barpy ! 

Mrs, Mech. And why so, my good master Fun- 
gus ? Is it because I haye practised that trade by 
retail which you have carried on in the gros9? 
What injury do, I do the world? I feed on their 
folliei^y 'tis true ; and the game, the plunder, is 
fair : -^ut the fangs ei you, and your tribe, 

A whole people have felt, and for ages will feel. 
To their candour and justice I make my appeal : 
Though a poor humble scourge in a national cause. 
As I trust I deserve, I demand your applause. 


END OF VOL. II. 
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